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Prelude 

THIS  book  is  a  cross  section  of  American  poetry 
today.  In  this  period,  when  the  writing  of  books 
may  be  classed  among  the  more  profitable  profes- 
sions, it  is  a  strange  and  beautiful  thing  that  so  many 
excellent  writers  should  still  devote  themselves  to  the 
quite  unprofitable  task  of  writing  poetry  instead  of 
prose. 

For  the  writing  of  poetry  is  a  slow  process  and  a 
thankless  task.  Most  of  us  write,  as  we  live,  too 
hastily.  It  is  a  false  legend  that  the  Creator  completed 
the  world  in  several  days  or  years,  or  in  a  thousand 
times  a  thousand  aeons.  Not  even  to  this  day  is  His 
dream  ended  or  the  last  line  of  His  World-poem  writ- 
ten. High  over  cloud  and  planet  He  sits,  in  eternal 
patient  thought,  and  with  syllables  of  storm  and 
flame  He  carves  out  the  rhythms  of  His  Song  of  Crea- 
tion. To  this  day  He  dreams  and  creates.  And  if  but  a 
single  sound  is  displeasing  to  His  ear.  He  plucks  out 
a  handful  of  stars,  crushes  them  between  His  fingers, 
and  the  winds  whirl  the  dust  over  the  heavens.  He 
erases  tribe  after  tribe,  and  destroys  nations  without 
number,  in  order  that  a  single  rhythm  of  His  eternal 
song  may  have  a  sweeter  sound.  And  if  two  planets 
crash  together  and  two  worlds  dissolve  into  nothing- 
ness, it  is  merely  the  erasure  of  an  insignificant  accent 
over  a  single  letter  of  His  flaming  words. 

But  most  of  our  present-day  writers  have  failed  to 
learn  the  lesson.  They  are  bent  upon  motion  rather 
than  vision,  volume  rather  than  value,  reputation 
rather  than  achievement.  In  the  cohorts  of  our  modern 
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prophets  those  that  can  cry  loudest  and  oftenest  be- 
come the  leaders.  The  "modernity"  of  their  style  is 
but  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  conceal  the  antiquity 
of  their  thought.  A  beautiful  idea  need  not  be  dressed 
like  a  clown  in  order  to  arouse  our  attention.  The  sun 
rises  and  the  stars  set  with  no  flourish  of  celestial 
trumpets.  The  writers  of  our  new  schools,  our  im- 
agists,  dadaists,  pornographists,  are  merely  trying  to 
substitute  venery  for  veneration,  sensationalism  for 
sincerity,  somnolence  for  solemnity,  vulgarity  for 
vitality.  Our  realists  have  attempted  to  transform  our 
dreams  into  reality  and  have  only  succeeded  in  trans- 
forming reality  into  a  nightmare. 

It  is  a  pleasure,  therefore,  to  find  in  the  poems  of  a 
few  of  our  writers  a  sincere  attempt  to  think  deeply 
and  to  write  carefully.  These  poets  have  fortunately 
not  succumbed  to  the  compulsory  goad  of  competitive 
hack-work.  Accordingly  we  find  that  the  poets  whose 
work  is  included  in  this  volume  have  aimed  at  beauty 
rather  than  popularity.  And  that,  after  all,  is  the  true 
test  of  a  poem. 

In  arranging  this  collection,  I  have  begun  with 
poems  of  youth  and  spring.  These  I  have  followed 
with  other  poems  dealing  with  nature  in  her  various 
moods  during  the  summer,  autumn  and  winter  sea- 
sons. Then  comes  a  series  of  poems  in  which  the  influ- 
ence of  nature  is  reflected  in  the  hearts  of  men  and 
women.  Philosophical  and  religious  poems  are  next 
in  order;  and  these  form  a  transition  between  the 
nature  poems  that  precede  and  the  last  poems  of  the 
book  which  ring  out  with  the  clear  tones  of  hope  and 
transfiguration^  through  death. 

Horace  C.  Baker. 
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March 

By  Sally  Bruce  Kinsolving 

Is  it  strange  that  we  should  be 

A  little  mad  in  March, 

When  life  begins  to  stir  again 

In  maple,  elm  and  larch; 

And  birds  to  pipe  in  orchestra, 

And  timid  buds  unfold. 

And  even  swamps  to  ache  with  song. 

And  stars  alone  are  cold? 

Is  it  strange  that  we  should  be 

A  little  mad  in  spring, 

When  joy  begins  to  throb  again 

And  birds  are  on  the  wing; 

When  mists  around  the  moon  at  night 

Dance  in  a  golden  swirl. 

And  birch-tree  limbs  are  bare  and  white 

As  those  of  any  girl? 

Then  let  us  leave  our  dreary  toil 

And  every  trace  of  sorrow, 

And  deck  ourselves  out  fine  and  gay 

In  what  we  beg  or  borrow; 

Let  us  be  hushed  with  silent  streams, 

And  laugh  with  laughing  brooks. 

And  lose  ourselves  in  singing  dreams 

Instead  of  dusty  books! 


Verticals 
By  Helen  Danforth  Prudden 

How  many  verticals  there  are! 
A  poplar  tree  that  points  a  star, 
Straight  birches  on  an  autumn  hill 
That  weave  a  length  of  gray  lined  twill, 
Sleek  leaves  of  rhododendron  curled 
By  winter  cold  like  green  flags  furled 
Hang  stiffly  from  their  staves  of  brown 
And  stripe  the  bushes  up  and  down. 
As  Gothics  lure  the  eyes  on  high 
I  climb  some  uprights  to  the  sky. 
But  when  sweet  April's  strings  of  rain 
Make  puppet  flowers  dance  again 
And  pine  trees'  candled  tips  flash  sparks 
While  crows  caw  exclamation  marks. 
Then  inarticulate  I  stand 
With  prisoned  heart  and  shackled  hand 
Behind  frail  bars  of  joy  from  whence 
My  spirit  cries  its  impotence. 


Silver  Sandals 

By  Travis  Tuck  Jordan 

Last  night  I  saw  an  April  moon 
With  silver-sandaled  feet 
And  misty,  whirling  wind-blown  hair 
Glide  noiseless  down  the  street. 

With  timid,  lightsome,  barefoot  tread 
She  moved  without  a  sound. 
Her  trailing  foot-prints  gleaming  bright 
Like  stars  upon  the  ground. 

Close  about  her  slender  form 
She  held  her  spangled  frock 
With  hands  upon  my  garden  gate 
She  gently  shook  its  lock. 

With  wistful,  yearning,  eager  eyes 
She  peeked  behind  the  hedges, 
She  climbed  atop  the  garden  wall 
Then  to  the  window  ledges. 

She  lingered  at  the  apple  tree 
Where  we  were  once  so  gay — 
I  never  see  an  April  moon 
But  that  I  want  to  pray. 


spring  Kisses 

By  Sallie  Gaffney 

A  raindrop  spattered  on  my  upturned  face. 

It  made  me  greedy,  and  I  asked  for  more. 

So  God  leaned  down,  and  kissed  me  once  again. 


Six  Quatrains 
By  Emma  Peirce 

Spring  is  the  opal  stair 

To  mount  to  Summer's  heights, 

Of  flower-embroidered  days, 
And  star-embroidered  nights. 

The  hills  are  alabaster. 

And  ebony  the  trees. 
And  rare,  indeed,  the  etchings 

The  Winter  makes  of  these. 

The  splendor  of  night  has  faded  away 

Before  the  greater  splendor  of  day; 

And  the  star-flowers  sprinkling  the  Heavenly  lawn, 

Have  been  hastily  plucked  by  the  Rosy  Dawn. 

High  altars  unto  Heaven, 

The  mountains  in  our  sight; 

Their  shining  altar  vestments. 
The  snow  that  fell  o'er  night. 

Low  in  the  West  the  full  moon  rides, 
Soon  to  slip  into  the  silver  tides; 
While  far  to  the  East,  the  candles  of  dawn. 
Arc  all  well  alight  to  welcome  the  morn. 

Daybreak 

White  mist  in  the  valley,  a  light  on  the  hill, 

A  glory  of  color  the  Heavens  to  fill. 

And  a  glad  new  day  in  the  East  is  born, 

With  a  star  looking  down  on  the  pageant  of  morn. 


In  Shimmering  Robes 

By  Virginia  Spates 

They  told  me  when  a  wondering  child, 
Could  I  achieve  a  swift-winged  flight 
To  some  tree's  sunlit  pinnacle, 
The  heavens  would  open  to  my  sight. 

My  childish  faith,  long  since  destroyed, 
Evoked  a  dream  of  greater  worth; 
For  now  I  know  who  plants  a  tree 
Brings  shining  visions  down  to  earth. 


April  Ladies 

By  Grace  Brown  Putnam 

April  rains  are  shod  with  silver 
Quick  and  flashing  when  they  fall 
In  a  tempo  gay  and  dashing. 
Like  mad  dancers  at  a  ball. 

April  rains  are  wild  and  wanton, 
Flinging  all  their  riches  down 
With  a  reckless,  bright  abandon, 
Like  a  spendthrift  girl  in  town. 

April  rains  are  silver-skirted. 
Wrapped  in  filmy  veils  of  mist. 
Like  the  fragile  harem  beauties 
That  the  sun  has  never  kissed. 

Silver-slippered  rains  of  April, 
Where  you  dance,  the  grasses  creep. 
And  your  whirling,  tripping  revels 
Wake  the  crocuses  from  sleep. 


The  Reconciliation 

By  Laura  M.  Gregg 

The  sun  and  April  were  at  outs, 

And  gloomy  was  the  morning; 

She  hid  her  face,  with  frowns  and  pouts. 

And  treated  him  with  scorning. 

But  he,  despite  her  stormy  ways. 
And  manner  cold  and  chilling. 
Still  bent  on  her  a  loving  gaze. 
And  to  forgive  was  willing. 

But  yet  she  hid  her  frowning  face 
From  his  so  bright  and  beaming; 
Beneath  her  veil  of  misty  lace, 
With  tears  her  eyes  were  streaming. 

Then  hotly,  ardently  he  wooed. 
She  could  no  more  resist  him; 
And,  with  a  sudden  change  of  mood, 
She  rent  her  veil  and  kissed  him! 

And  when  these  two  were  reconciled 
A  charm  fell  o'er  the  morning; 
And  April's  teardrops  when  she  smiled. 
Were  gems  for  her  adorning. 


Comparison 
By  Mary  Thomasine  Downer 

It's  spring  now! 

And  I  love  it  more  this  year  than  I  did  last. 

Because 

The  sun  and  showers  say 

You  are  coming 

Before  another  month  has  passed. 

Last  year 

Spring  was  spring;  that  was  all, — 

A  pretty  thing  to  greet. 

But  now  it  means  that  God  let  fall 

A  bit  of  Paradise 

Right  at  my  feet. 

I  did  not  have  you  then, 

And  that  is  why 

I  did  not  know 

That  the  blue  above  is  not  the  only  sky, 

And  that  one  may  have  a  Heaven  here  below. 


Pansy  Faces 

By  Anne  Pauline  Clark 

Little  Pansy  Faces 
Your  loveliness  erases 
The  last  dread  sign 
Of  winter.  For  you  shine 

Upon  our  wintry  heart 
And  remind  us  of  our  part 
In  this  great  seasonal  game 
Of  life, — to  shine  the  same 

As  you,  with  an  inner  light 
Making  the  world  more  bright, 
And  dispelling  the  winter's  cold, 
As  the  Pansies  of  spring  unfold. 
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Water  Tower  at  Waldo 
By  Daisy  Marita  Bishop 

A  huge  upthrust  of  turreted,  white  stone 
Commands  the  level  country  mile  on  mile, 
Immuring  in  its  thick,  cylindric  walls 
Waters,  mayhap,  from  Ganges  or  the  Nile. 

A  silent  campanile  in  whose  heart 
Lie  the  dead  murmurings  of  brooks  aroam. 
The  halted  flow  of  rivers,  surge  of  seas. 
Tamed  are  the  mad,  white  horses  of  the  foam. 

Dimmed  is  the  gleam  from  lakes  of  beaten  pearl. 
Faded  the  magic  of  the  Mediterranean  blue. 
The  polished  ebony  of  Arctic  seas 
All  now  are  faded  to  a  neutral  hue. 

Mists  that  have  risen  for  a  million  years 
Congealed,  imprisoned  in  a  tower  of  stone 
At  whose  broad  base  a  greening  April  smiles 
And,  half  concealed,  one  violet  blooms,  alone. 
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Longing 

By  Blanche  Kendall  McKey 

And  it  will  bring  you  back — 

The  burst  of  spring, — 

The  low,  sweet  calling  of  the  whip-poor-will; 

And  you  will  see  the  star  above  the  lake, 

And  watch  the  fire-fly  dance  below  the  hill — 

The  throbbing  of  your  heartbeat  hushed  and  still. 

O  it  will  bring  you  back — 

The  burst  of  spring! 

The  garden  folk  a-dance  with  joy  set  free, 

The  oriole  a-singing  in  the  tree. 

The  little  path  a-gleaming  in  the  sun 

To  welcome  one 

Content  a  while  to  stay 

Beside  the  branch  the  oriole  is  swinging; 

But  I  shall  be  too  far  away — 

Too  far  away — 

To  hear  his  singing ! 
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"Budding  Life" 
By  John  D.  Costlow 

Springtime — and  a  baby  red; 
Blossoms,  pink  toes,  curly  head; 
These  are  things  that  bring  us  joy. 
Purest  Gold — without  alloy. 

Daffodils  and  jonquils  grand 
Bloom  to  beautify  the  land; 
Greater  beauty  we  may  see 
In  a  child  at  mother's  knee. 

Violets  in  a  shady  nook 
Peep  at  us  along  the  brook; 
Dancing  eyes,  oh,  what  a  pair! 
Violets  can't  with  them  compare. 

Tulips  red  and  pink  and  white, 
Thrill  us  with  a  great  delight; 
Little  mouth  we  love  to  kiss 
Fills  us  with  a  greater  bliss. 

Pussywillows,  oh,  so  sleek. 

How  we  love  them  on  our  cheek; 

But  a  baby's  soft  caress 

Smooths  away  life's  cares  and  stress. 

God  made  both — and  both  are  sweet, 
Little  buds  and  pattering  feet; 
Pure  and  wondrous — undefiled. 
Springtime  flowers — a  little  child. 
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Sonnet 

By  Martha  Sparrow  Mettenet 

With  winged  heels  Spring  treads  the  airy  morn, 

A  joyous  April  in  her  eyes  and  hair. 

At  her  caress  the  gentle  buds  are  born 

And  cast  their  fragrance  on  the  sunny  air. 

Each  atom  vibrates  with  a  newness  lush 

At  the  fair  Springtide,  and  delecting  sound 

Is  wakened  by  the  trilling  lark  and  thrush, 

While  purple  grackles  skim  the  freshening  ground. 

Press  forward  Spring  and  hasten  Summer's  hours: 

Let  not  the  hint  of  Winter  left  behind 

Deflect  you  from  your  gracious  moods  and  powers, 

Exact  a  promise  of  warm  days  and  kind. 

The  season's  latent  showers,  bid  them  hold 

Nor  mar  a  day  dressed  out  in  green  and  gold! 
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Apple  Blossom  Time 
By  Jessie  H.  Wixom 

Apple  blossoms  softly  falling 

On  the  air  so  sweet, 
And  the  church  bells  calling 

In  the  valley  at  my  feet. 

Rose  and  myrtle  blooms  surround  me 
All  a-tremble  in  soft  breeze, 

Buttercups  and  pansies  purple, 
Nod  and  curtsy  to  the  trees. 

Overhead  white  clouds  go  sailing 
'Cross  a  sunlit,  summer  sky. 

On  the  river's  bosom,  trailing, 
Yellow  water  lilies  lie. 
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Wild  Flowers 
By  Olive  Boda  Brown 

In  Springtime  by  the  sunny  woods 
Bright  flow'rs  take  off  their  woolen  hoods; 
Like  barefoot  children  at  their  play, 
They  skip  and  jump  with  dances  gay. 

They  lift  their  little  faces  high, 
Toward  the  pale  blue  of  the  sky 
And  toss  their  kisses  to  the  sun, — 
But  bluebirds  catch  them  everyone! 
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Flowers 
By  H.  W.  Sloan 

In  my  garden  there  are  flowers 
In  their  many  colored  hues, 
Freely  drinking  of  the  showers 
And  the  early  morning  dews; 
Seems  they  wave  a  fondly  greeting 
To  each  one  who  passes  by, 
If  by  chance  he  don't  return  it 
Seems  it  almost  makes  them  sigh. 

Some  have  colors  like  the  rainbow. 

Others  shine  like  purest  gold, 

O  the  grandeur  of  their  beauty 

Is  most  wondrous  to  behold; 

Man  may  fill  the  world  with  wonders 

By  his  great  designing  power 

Yet  with  man's  great  skill  and  wisdom 

It  takes  God  to  make  a  flower. 
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Tejunga  Valley  in  June 
By  Bessie  Pryor  Palmer 

Stand  with  me,  Nanette, 

Upon  this  mountainside 

That  folds  with  mighty  arm 

The  Valley  lush  and  wide 

Enriched  with  untold  wealth  of  mystic  charm. 

Let  me  here  forget 

How  with  force  and  fret 

The  world  pressed  on  me  till  I  scarce  could  breathe, 

Awhile  agone.  Quaff  now 

The  cup  of  redolence  from  bud  and  bough 

And  feel  the  silence  speaking  like  a  song. 

Mark  how  yonder  peppers 

Fold  green  canopies 

O'er  roads  that  run  gay  ribbons  to  the  sun; 

And  the  Eucalypti 

Flaunt  their  bubble-blooms. 

Their  leaves  like  shining  scimitars  unsheathed; 

While  nymph-acacia  trees 

Bend,  waving  golden  plumes. 

To  greet  the  knightly  Yuccas  marching  down, 

In  cloud-white  armor  trooping  toward  the  town. 

The  rounded  hills  are  bronzed 

Like  jjjreasts  of  Indian  maids 

Who  roamed  them  long  ago; 

And  the  manzanitas, 

Forged  from  flint  and  fire. 

Conjure  Indian  warriors  slipping  to  and  fro. 

Cycles  since  passed  they 
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And  all  their  little  day; 

But  the  everlasting  beauty  of  the  hills, 

The  scent  of  vanished  Summers  still  enthrills. 

Let  us  take  the  trail. 

Forget  the  fleet  and  frail, 

The  mystery  and  strife — 

Sense  but  the  sweetness — of  the  Thing  called  Life! 
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June  Has  Brought  Loveliness 
to  Birth 

By  Ellen  M.  Carroll 

June  has  brought  loveliness  to  birth, 

Her  warm  brown  fingers  loosen  drowsy  tides, 

That  they  may  leap  again  across  the  dearth 

Of  ice-bound  river  beds,  and  splash  sparse  sides 

With  vibrant  spray,  that  cries,  "Come  forth,  green 

things, 
Burst  from  your  bondage,  sleeping  leaf  and  bud: 
I  bring  you  Life,  deep  in  my  heart  it  sings, 
I  bring  you  Beauty  on  my  swirling  crystal  flood!" 

And  Oh,  the  miracle  has  come  to  pass; 
A  million  bird-songs  sweep  the  world. 
Unnumbered  fields  grow  softly  green  with  grass. 
Countless  pale  buds  are  tenderly  unfurled. 
Loveliness  is  here,  the  child  of  fragrant  June 
And  all  the  eager  waters  of  the  earth. 
The  winds  of  heaven's  orchestra  attune 
To  make  a  symphony  about  this  royal  birth. 
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Love  in  June 

By  Mary  Genevieve  Manahan 

1 
Love  is  a  rose  that  blooms 
Just  for  a  day; 
Frail  as  a  blossom  fair 
In  the  wind  at  play. 

2 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  the  rose 
On  the  summer  air, 
Cherish  it  ere  it  goes 
We  know  not  where. 

3 
If  thou  wouldst  have  the  rose 
Ere  its  beauty  fade, 
Stretch  forth  thy  hand  and  take 
Of  the  thorn  unafraid. 

4 
Love  is  a  rose  that  blooms 
Just  for  a  day. 
Come  let  us  live  like  the  rose 
Ere  we  too  pass  away. 


21 


The  Irate  Bee — 

By  Ida  L.  Padelford 

Devilish  squirmy  spider, 
Whose  traffic  cop  are  you? 

Draw  in  your  arms,  old  miser 
And  let  my  wagon  through. 

Once  in  your  labyrinth  of  threads 
I  could  not  wend  my  way, 

You'd  joy  to  add  me  to  your  dead 
Laid  on  a  striky  ray — 

But  let  me  by,  ole  pudgey  face 
Or  I  will  sting  you  too — 

And  break  up  all  your  dainty  lace 
And  push  my  way  clean  through. 
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July 

By  Josephine  Johnson 

The  sharp  sweet  scent  of  rose  pinks, 
Warm  fragrance  of  the  corn, 
Closed  buds  with  quiet  patience 
Waiting  to  be  born. 

Green  silver  of  the  oat  fields. 
Wet  sunlight  on  a  leaf.   .   .   . 
— Strange  to  take  a  man's  love. 
And  write  a  song  of  grief! 
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The  Coquette 

(A  Villanelle) 

By  Eugenia  Bragg  Smith 

I  sec  a  dainty  butterfly, 

So  winsome  and  so  bright  and  gay, 

She  calls  her  mate  in  passing  by. 

Her  call  is  soft  and  very  shy, — 
He  follows  her  without  delay. 
I  see  a  dainty  butterfly! 

She  flies  first  low  then  very  high, 

She  seems  quite  near  then  far  away; — 

She  calls  her  mate  in  passing  by. 

She  signals  him  but  does  not  cry. 

And  through  the  glistening  sun's  bright  ray 

I  see  a  dainty  butterfly. 

As  she  goes  upward  toward  the  sky 
She  stops,  and  flies  another  way — 
She  calls  her  mate  in  passing  by. 

A  real  coquette,  at  last  I  cry. 

And  all  too  well  I  know  your  way! 

I  see  a  dainty  butterfly, 

She  calls  her  mate  in  passing  by. 
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The  Storm 

By  Anna  A.  Armbruster 

A  storm  rides  in  the  sky, 

The  trees  are  lashing  their  long  arms, 

The  thunder  crashes. 

The  lightning  flings  its  twisted  silver 

Across  the  inky  velvet 

Of  the  storm-wracked  sky. 

While  I 

In  ecstasy  look  out  upon  this  turpitude. 

God  of  the  riding  storm, 

Take  me  with  Thee,  in  Thy  mad  whirl, 

And  as  You,  in  wild  abandon,  hurl 

The  call,  from  tree  to  tree. 

Then  will  I,  too,  lean  close  to  Thee 

'Gainst  some  huge  towering  pine 

Whose  lofty  crown 

Will  toss,  and  moan,  and  swirl,  and  whine 

In  frenzied  protestations, 

Here  with  my  back,  prest  close  against  the  bark 

Of  this  my  "nature  brother," 

I  feel  the  quiver  of  its  strength 

Throughout  its  glorious  length, 

And  I  am  one  with  Thee, 

God  of  the  riding  storm. 

My  soul  is  free  and  glad. 

And  I  with  joy  am  mad 

That  I  have  found  this  unity 

Of  Thee  and  me 

In  one  grand  brotherhood 

Of  Nature,  Man,  and  God. 


25 


•"     Mother's  Garden 

By  Alice  G.  Warden 

Mother's  garden,  seems  to  me, 
Was  the  nicest  place  to  be! 

Posies  of  most  any  hue 

You  could  think  of  in  it  grew. 

White  an'  yellow,  blue  an'  pink. 
Red,  an'  lavender,  I  think. 

Seems  to  me  I  smell  'em  yet — 
Heliotrope  an'  mignonette. 

None  there  were  that  could  compete 
With  their  fragrance,  'twas  so  sweet. 

Black-eyed  Susan,  saucy  minx, 
Neighbored  with  the  wee  clove  pinks. 

One  young  Zinnia,  extra  bold. 
Flirted  with  Miss  Marigold. 

Ragged  Robin,  in  distress 
'Cause  she  wore  a  tattered  dress, 

Hid  her  face  in  dire  dismay — 

Young  Sweet  William  looked  her  way. 

Gay  petunias,  four-o'clocks. 
Candytuft  an'  bright-hued  phlox; 

Shy  verbenas,  pansies  fair. 
Sweet  alyssum — all  were  there. 
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Flittin'  'mong  an'  over  these, 
Butterflies  an'  honey  bees; 
God's  wee  creatures,  every  one 
Busy  till  their  work  was  done. 

Mother's  garden  was  to  me 
Just  the  nicest  place  to  be! 

Though  she  tended  it,  'tis  true, 

God  reached  down  an'  cared  for  it,  too. 
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A  Mountain  Lodge 

By  Dorothy  A.  Krogmann 

Nestling  amid  the  verdant  steep, 
Upon  the  mountain's  breast, 

Like  a  child  in  happy  sleep, 
In  mother's  arms  at  rest, — 

A  little  house  you  stand  serene. 
Far  from  the  world  of  care. 

While  nature  paints  a  glorious  scene 
Around  you  standing  there. 

Some  flowers  bloom  before  your  door 
And  trees  spread  rustling  arms; 

Over  your  roof  the  song  birds  soar. 
And  scatter  a  thousand  charms. 

A  silver  pond  not  far  from  you. 
Where  sun  and  breezes  play. 

And  smilingly, — a  sky  of  blue 
Sends  down  its  happiest  ray. 

When  fades  the  day,  a  thousand  lights 
Beam  down  upon  you  there, 

And  looking  up  to  greater  heights 
You  know  protection's  care. 
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Wheat 
By  F.  a.  Dewson 


When  I  went  through  the  rustling  wheat 

I  saw  slim  maidens  with  quiet  feet. 

I  heard  a  shouting  and  I  heard  a  praise 

For  the  golden  bounty  of  the  sun-filled  days. 

I  felt  a  breathing  and  I  felt  a  rapture, 

A  subtle  ecstacy  I  could  not  capture; 

For  the  wheat  was  taking  from  the  mother  Earth 

Life  to  its  living  and  seed  for  its  birth, 

Joy  for  its  living  and  wealth  for  its  days, 

Rustling  and  swaying  in  a  rhythm  of  praise. 

Slim  and  golden  chorus  of  the  lyric  wheat 

You  march  and  conquer  with  your  quiet  feet. 
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Rhapsody  of  Peonies 

By  Sallie  Garland  Pippen 

All  my  world  is  glad  today 
Since  I  saw  the  peonies  sway 
In  a  garden,  row  on  row. 
Snow-white  spheres,  and  globes  aglow 
With  the  rose  and  red  that  flood 
Sunset  skies  and  lovers'  blood. 

All  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
All  my  heart  and  none  the  less 
Take,  Miss  Mary  Angeline — 
Ecstasy  is  mounting  wine 
From  your  garden's  offerings 
To  my  being's  inmost  springs. 

Hurrying  through  quiet  streets  I  go, 

How  could  any  passer  know 

This  tumultuous  soul  of  me 

Drinking  depths  deliciously 

Of  the  beauty,  radiant,  rare. 

In  blossoms  old-time  gardens  bear! 


I  take  my  place  within  the  bank, 
Where  I,  a  member  of  the  rank 
Of  women  earning  daily  bread, 
And  by  a  moderate  clerkship  fed. 
Yet  struggle  towards  that  farther  goal 
Of  nourishment  to  feed  the  soul. 

I  add  and  type  with  each  machine 
And  serve  with  look  and  way  serene, 
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Though  all  the  while  subconscious  me 
Is  reveling  with  the  peony, 
Though  all  the  while  the  real  me 
Is  craving,  dreaming — peony! 

Ah!  eyelids  close  and  nostrils  thrill 
To  envision  you,  to  drink  their  fill 
Of  perfume.  Prone  on  sod  I'd  lie 
Within  your  ranks,  and  gladly  die 
To  all  but  beauty  and  perfume 
Of  you,  God-given  peony  bloom. 

***** 

Fragrance  fills  me — O  to  lose 

All  but  this!  O  to  bemuse 

Being  in  fragrance!  Now  know  I 

Something  kin  to  those  who  lie 

In  opium's  arms — I'd  nothing  know 

But  scent  of  peonies!  Lying  so. 

Buried  in  a  mass  of  flowers, 
Petals  raining  perfumed  showers, 
What  to  me  were  village  street 
When  the  world  my  soul  would  meet? 
White,  you'd  give  me  Alpine  snow, 
All  the  Matterhorn  I'd  know. 

Red,  you  bring  the  world  of  love. 
Fairy  dreams  before  me  move 
At  your  rich,  compelling  heart 
Bidding  my  life-currents  start. 
All  is  possible  to  me, 
Castles,  prince  of  high  degree. 

***** 

Proud  orb  of  rose,  you  rightly  reign 
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Wherever  royal  courtiers  train. 

The  hunt,  the  ball,  the  throne-room  shows 

You  queening  it,  transcendent  rose. 

And  all  is  mine,  from  you  to  me, 

O,  matchless  flower  of  peony! 

You've  lifted,  made  me — nevermore 

Can  life  be  as  it  was  before 

Your  lavish  loveliness  befell 

My  hungry  spirit. — Mark  this  well — 

Creations  are  you  half-divine 

Of  Heaven,  and  Mary  Angeline. 

O,  body  bread !  O,  food  of  soul ! 
Bank  clerking,  and  that  farther  goal, 
"Man  shall  not  live  by  bread  alone!" 
O,  earthly  bread  too  oft  of  stone! 
O,  food  for  man's  divinity. 
Ambrosial  feast,  the  peony! 
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Goldenrod 

By  Ethel  M.  Funkhouser 

Flower  of  the  autumn  bright, 

You  are  a  most  pleasing  sight, 
Sweet  is  your  blossom,  o'er  hillside  and  dale! 

Emblem  of  cooler  days. 

Simple  and  sweet  always. 
Color  of  gold  with  your  spikes  dark  or  pale. 

Along  the  travelled  way. 

There  in  the  dust  you  stay. 
Never  bewailing  your  fate  or  your  place. 

Always  the  same  sweet  flower, — 

In  bright  or  gloomy  hour. 
There  is  a  lesson  in  your  humble  grace. 

In  the  lonely  country  lane 
Standing  thru  wind  and  rain, 

Your  growth  is  hardy,  your  blossom  sublime! 
Lovely  the  cheer  you  bring, 
Unheard,  the  song  you  sing, — 

You  are  a  child  of  God,  'biding  His  time. 
Many  who  know  you  not. 
Miss  what  they  long  have  sought: 

Beauty  they  know  not  till  your  face  they  see! 
For  you,  no  garden  fair, 
No  house,  no  tender  care; 

O,  alone  in  the  country  with  you  to  be! 
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Love  in  the  Autumn 

By  p.  R.  Minahan 

I  cared  not  for  autumn  weather, 

Nor  the  brown  and  curling  leaf, 
With  winter  straining  its  tether 

Through  the  dim  days,  brown  and  brief; 
For  love  seemed  of  the  summer — and  I  saw  the 
loves  of  the  summer 

Lie  cold  on  a  golden  sheaf. 

Then  I  read  your  eyes  in  the  yellow 

Of  an  autumn  afternoon, 
When  the  migrant  bird  to  his  fellow 

Called  loud  over  marsh  and  dune; 
I  read  your  eyes  in  the  autumn — and  I  felt  that 
love  in  the  autumn 

Surged  warm  as  a  love  in  June. 

The  strands  of  your  dark  hair  glinting 

To  the  rays  of  a  roving  light. 
The  touch  of  your  hand  imprinting 

A  message  too  fine  for  sight; 
Oh,  these  are  of  love  in  the  autumn — of  love  in 
the  frost-white  autumn, 

Cold  fringed  with  the  haze  of  night. 

Ah,  'tis  now  that  I  love  the  scurry 
Of  the  wild  wind  driving  leaves, 

The  night's  low  notes  of  worry. 
The  rattle  beneath  the  eaves; 

For  I've  met  with  love  in  the  autumn — a  love 
that  was  young  in  the  autumn, 
And  danced  on  the  garnered  sheaves. 
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Autumn  in  My  Garden 

By  Marion  Mackenzie 

With  autumn  coming  on  I  hastened  home 

From  summer's  wandering  long — 

It  seemed  so  brief! 

Rich  joy  awaited! 

In  my  garden  I  would  linger, 

Gulping  the  fragrance  of  sweet  blossoms 

My  spring-anticipations  seeded  hastily. 

The  roses  are  gone — I  had  known  they'd  be. 

Spring  is  the  time  for  roses,  or  early  summer. 

I  should  not  have  roamed  away 

If  roses  were  my  quest. 

But  sweet-peas  and  asters  I  shall  find. 

Yes,  here  they  are,  the  long  rows  of  swect-pcas, 

Saffron,  blue,  maroon — where  are  the  others? 

Wide  gaps!  Bare  earth! 

Meagre  little  clumps 

Where  riot  of  abundance  should  have  been. 

Oh,  careless  springtime-planting! 

Now  I  recall  that  which  must  bring  comfort 
After  stab  of  disappointment 
In  my  flowers. 

Over  in  this  corner  under  the  weeping-birch 
I  hid  a  treasure  in  the  early  spring; 
Too  preoccupied  to  use  it  then. 
I  dig  and  dig,  heart  thumping  hard  with  fear- 
It  may  be  gone! 
I  dig.  dig  deeper — thank  God! 
Here  it  is,  just  as  I  left  it — 
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My  one  great  talent! 
Tenderly  I  raise  it  from  its  lowly  bed, 
Holding  it  so  carefully  in  both  hands, 
Thrilled  by  the  shimmer  of  its  gold. 
Up,  up  into  the  air  I  lift  my  treasure — 
It  crumbles,  falls,  and  scatters  down. 
Dust,  ashes,  on  the  ground. 
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November 
By  R.  Lee  Guard 

November  is  waiting  without.  With  sighing  and  tears 
She  is  brooding  over  the  infinite  years. 
Of  the  gray  drifting  mist  she  has  fashioned  her  robe, 
And  broidered  it  o'er  with  mysterious  fears. 

November  is  sailing  the  sea.  With  frosted  hand 
The  wild  haunted  waves  she  hurls  on  the  sand. 
In  the  October  sky  she  has  hung  her  banner, 
And  has  swung  it  low  on  the  sombre  land. 

November  is  stripping  the  trees.  With  branches  bare 
She  is  etching  upon  the  autumnal  air. 
Of  the  pine  and  cypress  she  has  builded  her  house 
And,  weeping  through  days  and  nights  of  despair, 
With  sere  brown  leaves  each  desolate  wall 
She  has  hung  and  draped,  and  has  filled  it  all 
With  shadows  and  gleams 
From  dead  summer  dreams. 
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The  Phantom  Composer 

By  Irene  Dakin 

The  round  silver  disk  of  a  cold  sun 
Throws  long  blue  shadows  along  the  snow; 
Ghostly  fingers,  shifting  and  changing  as  they  play 
On  the  cold  white  keyboard  of  a  winter's  day. 


Cheer 

By  Annye  Allison 

There  is  sleet  and  snow, 

There  is  wind  and  rain, 

It  is  dreary  and  cold  tonight. 

Yet,  gallantly  still,  at  my  window-pane, 

My  candle  is  burning,  bright. 

The  wind  blows  cold, 

It  is  dark  and  chill. 

And  the  clouds  loom  overhead. 

Yet  my  brave  little  candle  shineth,  still. 

And  the  fire  on  my  hearth  gleams  red. 
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A  Day  in  March 

By  Dayton  Thomas  Gould 

A  wraith-likc  mist  drifts  down  the  village  street, 
And  hurrying  snowflakes  borne  upon  the  gale 

With  many  whirls  and  eddys,  'til  they  meet, 
Embrace,  and  rush  from  sight  with  doleful  wail. 

I  look  out  on  a  dreary,  wintry  scene ; 

A  tempest  rages,  it  shuts  out  the  light. 
It  screams  among  the  trees  in  accents  keen. 

While  dropping  down  the  curtain  of  the  night. 

Each  passer-by,  well  muffled  to  the  face, 

Bends  forward  to  withstand  the  winter  storm. 

He  hugs  his  wrappings  tight,  he  mends  his  pace 
'Til  snow,  and  falling  night,  blot  out  his  form. 

In  easychair,  I  sit  beside  the  fire. 

And  toast  my  feet,  and  watch  the  tempest  rage. 
And  moralize  how  fate  could  so  conspire 

To  place  me  here,  an  evidence  of  age. 

On  such  a  day,  I  yield,  give  up  the  fight, 

And  seek  a  corner  warm,  and  safe,  and  dry. 

And  thank  my  lucky  stars  'twill  soon  be  night. 
And  let  life's  storms  unheeded  pass  me  by. 
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Morning  Strolls 
By  Lillian  Hinton 

I  strolled  over  the  lawn  at  sunrise, 
While  the  blades  were  bathed  in  dew, 

The  flowers  smiled  as  I  passed  their  way, 
"Good-morning,  my  dear,  to  you." 

A  tiny  wren  sang  from  a  swaying  limb, 

"I'm  happy  as  I  can  be. 
My  roof  doesn't  leak,  my  family  is  well 

And  from  rent  and  debt  I'm  free." 

An  industrious  bee  stopped  on  his  way. 

To  inspect  a  tiny  flower; 
He  paused  not  long  but  hurried  on 

To  find  a  more  bounteous  bower. 

I  returned  to  the  house, — my  friend  slumbered 

While  the  morning  hours  fled, 
In  quiet  repose — behind  oaken  doors, 

She  had  visited  Rome,  she  said. 
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The  Night  Song 
By  Mary  Dell  Allen 


A  mocking  bird  sang  at  my  window, 

In  the  beautiful  moon's  pale  light; 

With  a  hush  in  my  heart  I  listened,  I 

In  the  peace  of  the  calm  midnight. 

He  sang  of  the  rippling  brooklet 
Out  in  the  forest,  deep; 
He  sang  of  the  sloping  hillside, 
Where  the  wild  flowers  vigil  keep. 

He  sang  of  the  broad,  green  meadows. 
And  the  scent  of  new  mown  hay; 
He  sang  of  the  dawn  of  morning. 
And  the  glow  of  the  closing  day. 

He  sang  of  the  clouds  in  their  glory. 
Of  the  gold,  the  red  and  the  blue; 
Of  the  foaming,  floating  billows 
That  reflect  the  sunset's  hue. 

And  again  he  sang  of  the  forest. 
And  his  voice  was  sweet  and  low; 
I  could  see  the  phantom  pictures 
As  they  wavered  to  and  fro. 

And,  oh,  he  sang  the  love-song. 
Mid  the  orange  blooms  so  white; 
He  sang  of  you,  and  I  answered 
In  the  stillness  of  the  night. 
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A  Midnight  Serenade  for  Her 
Perfumed  Majesty 

(An  Encore) 

By  Angelo  de  Luca 

Oh,  I  died  many  deaths  throughout  that  day, 

But  I  had  died  a  million  deaths  before; 
For  all  days  are  to  do  the  payman's  bid, 

And  night  is  watchman  of  my  sacred  door. 
The  day  had  somehow  passed,  and  evening 

Had  served  Milady  to  her  mild  delight: 
She  brought  my  jug,  my  pen,  and  she  retired. 

And  I  drank  to  the  freedom  of  the  night. 

I  do  not  know:  was  it  to-night?  or  yet 

Some  yester-night  ten  thousand  years  ago? 
I  drank,  and  drinking  dreamed  of  love  and  you. 

That  you  had  heard  my  rhymes,  and  answered  No! 
But  pleading  that  you  could  not  yet  appraise 

The  nature  of  the  love  I  brought  to  you, 
I  tore  my  little  bunch  of  feeble  rhymes, 

And  sang  and  penned  my  serenade  anew: 

I  sang:  "Oh,  bring  not  eager  lips  to  me. 

But  mocking  lips,  that  dare  me  and  defy; 
And  eyes  a  challenge  to  my  potency, 

That  ask  what  sort  of  bungler  am  I: 
And  I  will  draw  you  close,  and  almost  kiss. 

And  set  my  defiance  against  your  own; 
And  dare  you,  if  my  strength  cannot  suffice, 

To  bear  your  love  upon  your  strength  alone." 

There  came  the  phantom  of  a  younger  love, 
And  said,  "You  fool!  do  you  again  seek  love? 
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You  perished  as  love's  sorry  youngling  once. 
Is  not  love's  sorrow  once  trouble  enough?" 

"Trouble  enough!  but  love  was  younger  then, 
And  love,  full  grown,  what  force  can  satiate? 

Surely  not  love,  for  love  in  essence  is 

The  substance  of  a  subtle  sinful  hate."  ^^^,— , 

The  phantom  left,  and  there  I  sat  and  sang, 

I  hated,  loved,  and  penned  my  serenade; 
And  in  my  vision  almost  kissed  again. 

And  on  my  scroll  these  amorous  tunes  we  played. 
The  heated  passion  calm  and  pensive  grew. 

The  burning  pain  left  cool  again  my  head: 
My  song  was  sung,  my  pen  was  dry  again; 

I  blew  my  candle,  and  I  went  to  bed. 
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Moon  Blooms 

By  Irene  Dakin 

Flowered  the  dusky  shadows 
Along  the  wall, 
Opening  wide  their  petals 
To  the  moon's  call. 
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Queen  of  Night 

By  Arthur  E.  Jenner 

Full  often  have  I  stood  at  close  of  day, 
Alone,  on  some  high  wind-swept,  rock-tipped  peak 
To  watch  the  dark-haired,  purple  vestured  sprites 
Of  night  draw  darkening  shades  across  the  vales. 
And  slowly,  as  the  moon  climbed  up  the  skies, 
They  tugged  their  purple  covers  up  the  hills 
Till  all  the  heights  were  fairly  clothed  in  black. 

But  once  I  stood  on  Hosper's  Hill  by  chance 

Or  by  some  unknown  working  of  the  fates. 

'Twas  in  the  month  of  breaking  bud  and  green. 

And  lo,  a  silvery,  opal,  milky  moon 

Full,  large  and  round  stole  upward  from  the  sea. 

The  sun,  in  shame,  hid  all  his  splendor  now 

Behind  the  western  clouds  to  blush  unseen. 

And  by  my  side  a  comely  maiden  stood 

All  clad  in  raiment,  soft,  diaphanous. 

Full  long  we  stood  there  each  without  a  word. 

"I  came  to  watch  in  ecstasy,  alone. 

The  sable  clothed  Queen  of  all  the  Night 

Draw  her  dark  purple  covers  o'er  the  woods." 

"But  I  am  Queen  of  Night,"  she  softly  said, 

"These  purple- vestured  maids  are  but  my  shades, 

They  steal  about  where  I  must  e'er  direct. 

Too  often,  though,  they  steal  behind  the  hills 

To  flirt  with  some  gay,  wind-blown  sporting  youth; 

Then  I  must  seek  them  out  and  drive  them  hence." 

"But  you  are  beautiful  beyond  compare," 

I  murmured,  while  my  blood  raced  hot  and  fast, 
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"See,  how  your  fine-spun,  silken  hair  is  tossed 
In  golden,  glinting  wavelets  on  the  breeze. 
Mark  that  queer  curl  that  blows  beside  your  ear." 

"And  Night  is  beautiful,  far  more  than  day, 
But  mortals  all  too  often  know  it  not. 
Their  senses  coarsened  by  Day's  drunken  light 
Are  powerless  to  behold  ethereal  Night." 

"How  light  your  eyes,  how  shell-like  is  your  skin, 
And  your  fair,  silver  shawl.  'Tis  not  like  Night." 
"  'Twas  woven  at  midnight  in  an  elfin  dell, 
Of  turquoise  moonbeams  trimmed  with  starlight  lace. 
'Tis  therefore  most  like  Night.  It  is  the  Night!" 

E'en  so  we  talked  together  hour  on  hour 
While  all  the  world  became  a  silvered  dream 
Bath'd  in  moonlight  of  opalescent  hues, 
While  midst  the  pines  and  sturdy  age-old  oaks, 
The  night  winds  played  a  symphony  of  love. 
Then,  as  the  full  moon  reached  its  central  point 
The  workers  of  the  Night  all  danced  and  sang 
An  eerie  tale  of  love  and  mystic  hour. 

"Come,  pretty  creature.  Queen  of  beauteous  Night! 
Let's  consecrate  this  holy  hour  of  noon 
With  lover's  kiss."  The  maiden  started,  moved 
And  seemed  to  float,  to  vanish  down  the  slope. 

So  while  the  moon  rode  slowly  down  the  skies 
I  followed  ever  after  her  bright  form. 
Now  sighting  her  in  some  clear  moonlit  brake, 
Now  losing  sight  of  all  but  her  pale  shawl 
Of  turquoise  moonbeams  floating  on  the  air: 
Through  vale,  up  ridge,  and  over  hill,  down  dale, 
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And  through  thorn-bristling  copse  I  sped  until 
My  limbs  were  worn  and  weary  of  the  chase. 

Once,  as  the  morning  star  burned  in  the  cast, 
I  stopped  beside  a  moon-flecked,  rushing  brook 
And  looked  and  saw  her  standing  just  beyond. 
"  'Tis  almost  morn,"  she  cried,  and  fled  before. 
So  up  the  slope  I  sped  with  new-found  strength 
And  gained  at  length  the  wind-swept,  rock-scarred 

peak 
From  whence  the  unequal  game  had  been  begun; 
And  found  her  sitting  on  a  jagged  crag 
Behind  some  scrubby  weather-beaten  yews. 
I  went  toward  her  slowly,  and  she  gazed. 
Nor  bade  me  stop,  but  opened  wide  her  arms 
And  clasped  me  quietly  to  her  pounding  breast. 
Her  lips  had  scarce   touched   mine   when   morning 

came — 

And  she  had  gone. 


48 


Stars 

By  Nan  Roads 

A  sheet  of  blue  white, 
With  gold  penetrations, 
Twinkling  with  light, 
In  sharp  punctuations. 
With  millions  and  millions 
Of  dashes  and  dots, 
Heaven  spilled  scores 
Of  Forget-me-nots, 
Down  into  a  pool. 

The  pool  is  not  deep 
As  the  Heaven  is  high, 
But  who  can  tell  where 
The  pool  turns  to  sky? 

So  gently  the  pool 
In  depths  of  blue  white. 
Sleeps  calm  and  serene. 
In  the  arms  of  the  night. 
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Fragments 

By  Rachel  Elizabeth  Miller 

SUNSET 
The  sun  is  a  golden  platter, 
Carved  o'er  with  a  wintry  tree; 
It  is  slipping  off  its  shelf  of  hills, 
And  sliding  away  from  me. 

MIST 
Does  God  put  mists 
Around  His  world 
In  the  evening,  after  the  sunset, 
On  bright  autumn  days, 
Because  He  is  afraid 
Our  human  eyes 
Are  scarcely  strong  enough 
To  view  such  beauty 
Quite  unveiled? 

EVENING 
Day  is  slipping  out 
Like  some  regretful  child, 
Leaving  faint,  pink-shaded  smiles 
Behind  for  those  grown-ups 
Whose  bed-time  is  not  yet. 

NIGHT 
Ah,  no,  this  glorious  velvet  darkness 
Is  not  night.  It  is  but 
The  quiet  interval 
Between  two  splendid,  sun-lit  days! 
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Night  v/ 

By  Ada  B.  Deal 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 
"Know  ye  not?  the  moon  in  all  her  glory 
Seeks  to  quench  the  stars'  more  feeble  light. 
Low  along  the  sky  the  shifting  clouds 
Turn  gold,  now  gray,  now  white." 

Watchman,  watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 
"Hear  ye  not  the  sleepless  pine  trees'  sighing? 
Feel  ye  not  the  perfume-burdened  air? 
There's  the  shadow  of  a  rosebud  dying — 
God,  the  silence  of  thy  night  is  rare." 

Watchman,  watchman,  tell  us  what  is  there. 
"Hear  ye  not  the  frogs'  unending  chorus, 
Sung  to  please  some  wakeful  water  sprite? 
There's  a  moonflower  blooming  pale  before  us- 
Listen  to  the  whip-poor-will's  sad  flight." 

Ah,  but  watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 


51 


The  Fairy's  Spell 
By  Frederick  W.  Poole 

Hearkcne  ye  and  heedc  me  welle: 
Younge  menne  shunne  the  Fayrie's  Spell. 
Should  ye  meete  a  troupe  by  chance; 
Shutte  your  eyes  whenne  fayries  dance. 

'Twas  far  away 

In  the  twilight  grey 
In  a  dell  where  blue-bells  grow, 

Where  zephyrs  sigh 

As  night  draws  nigh, 
And  whisper  soft  and  low. 

A  moonbeam  kissed  the  sparkling  rill. 
The  sighing  wind  was  hushed  and  still. 
To  hear  the  trembling  wood-thrush  trill 
The  song  that  fairies  know. 

The  brooks  and  trees — 

The  passing  breeze, 
Have  each  a  tale  to  tell. 

To  love  and  learn 

Seek  brae  and  burn 
In  vales  where  fairies  dwell. 

Then  be  it  fate  or  be  it  chance 
Enthralled  I  saw  the  fairies  dance; 
A  dream  of  glistening  wings — a  glance, 
And  I  knew  the  Fairy's  Spell. 

Soft  eyes,  the  hue 
Of  Heaven's  blue, 
A  smile  of  sweetness  rare, 
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Illumed  a  face, 
No  mortal  grace 
Could  hope  to  e'er  compare. 

Her  ear  was  like  a  tinted  shell, 
Her  voice,  a  tuneful  silver  bell: 
I  envied  moonbeams  as  they  fell 
And  lingered  in  her  hair. 

Her  footfalls  light, 

Bewitched  the  night, 
Her  song  beguiled  the  breeze 

To  gently  waft 

Its  cadence  soft, 
And  sing  it  to  the  trees. 

Her  throat  was  white,  her  tresses  fair 
And  golden,  waving,  light  as  air; 
A  treasured  image  still  I  bear, 
No  other  mortal  sees. 

For  her  I  sigh; 

Ah,  what  care  I 
What  fellow  mortals  say? 

For  weal  or  woe 

Ah,  who  may  know? 
She  danced  my  heart  away. 

Enraptured  in  the  fairy's  thrall, 
I  heed  the  lonely  woodland's  call. 
And  go,  when  evening  shadows  fall 
And  soothe  the  dying  day. 

Far — far  away 

In  the  twilight  grey, 
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To  a  dell  where  blue-bells  grow, 

Where  zephyrs  sigh 

As  night  draws  nigh, 
And  softly  whisper  low. 
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Nocturne 
By  Patricia  Burns  Flinn 

Night  is  so  beautiful,  I  watch  it  on  my  knees. 

The  wind  is  prayer 
Whose  ecstasies 
Wake  to  response  the  leafy  lips  of  trees, 

Night  is  so  fair 
I  watch  it  on  my  knees. 
The  hollows  turn 

To  goblets,  kissed 
By  lips  that  love  the  white  wine  of  the  mist. 

In  beauty  burn 
Stars  guarding  my  tryst. 

Ah,  heap  me  as  You  fill 

The  hollowed  cup 
Between  the  hills. 

Although  it  be  with  woe.  Lord,  heap  me  up. 
With  beauty  brim  me  high. 

Set  me  aswing 
With  love,  for  I 

With  all  this  wealth  of  living  needs  must  sing! 
Tragic  or  laughter-light,  its  melodies 
Make  life  so  marvelous,  I  live  it  on  my  knees. 
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Superlative 

By  Henry  B.  Wilkinson 

The  sun  one  day  said  to  the  moon, 
"You  borrow  of  my  ray 
So  you  may  in  your  glory  shine 
When  I  am  far  away!" 

The  moon  said  to  the  little  stars, 
"I'm  queen  of  all  the  night; 
Your  twinkling  lights  can  only  gleam 
When  I  pass  out  of  sight!" 

The  stars  said  to  the  sun  and  moon, 
"You  rule  the  night  and  day. 
But  we  are  not  forgotten  tho' 
We  seem  so  far  away: 

Together  what  a  mighty  host. 
And  of  no  small  amount; 
Remember  there's  one  sun  and  moon 
But  the  stars  no  man  may  count!" 
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Narcissus 

By  Nell  Barnes  Knorr 

Little  brown  bulb  in  a  little  brown  bowl, 

All  dark  and  still. 

You  seem  to  be  dead, 

Have  you  really  a  head 

Tucked  down  out  of  sight  in  the  bowl  on  the  sill? 

Little  green  sprout  shooting  upward  and  out — 
Tiny  and  trim. 
How  fast  you're  growing! 
There's  no  way  of  knowing 

What  gives  you  such  strength  when  your  stalk  is  so 
slim. 

Little  warm  water  and  light  and  some  air — 

Not  much  it  seems. 

But  inside  that  heart  of  you 

God  holds  a  chart  of  you. 

Little  brown  husks  are  the  wrappings  of  dreams. 

Comes  a  dark  morning  in  bleak  cold  December, 

Lo,  up  pops  your  face! 

Six  yellow  eyes  show 

In  six  snow  white  skies,  oh 

Little  brown  bulb  how  you've  brightened  our  place! 
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The  Water  Lily  Fairy 

By  Marguerite  Franziska  Ernst 

There's  an  alabaster  palace 
Where  a  tiny  fairy  dwells, 

In  a  golden,  scented  throne  room, 
All  hung  with  silver  bells 

Of  dew,  that  tinkle  softly 
As  vespers,  in  the  dells. 

The  brilliant,  golden  sunshine, 
Smiles  on  this  tiny  fay, 

The  dragonflies  caress  her. 
Then  swiftly  flit  away; 

And  silken  mists  enfold  her. 
At  the  closing  of  the  day. 

The  moon  beams  on  her  palace 
And  with  its  magic  light, 

Silvers  all  its  perfumed  walls 
And  gently,  through  the  night, 

Sends  her  dreams  of  elves  and  fays 
And  blossoms  of  delight. 


58 


Sea  Gems 
By  Evon  DesSins 


Blue  turquoise  waves, 
Opal  green  sprays 
Of  a  quiet  sea 
Slashing  the  crags' 
Jagged  white  thighs 
At  dawn. 

II. 

Emerald  green  weeds, 
In  patches,  I  see, 
Floating  easily 
On  a  calm  sea. 
Cerulean  blue  haze 
Rising  in  a  morning  sky. 
A  sea  gull  on  the  wing 
At  morn. 

III. 

Bubbling,  white  foam  laves 
The  face  of  the  sand. 
Tiny,  whirling  pools  of  brine 
Forming  along  the  edge, 
To  outline  the  beach-shore. 
That's  torn. 

IV. 

Ragged,  tiny  lace  skirts 
Of  the  Sea 
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spreading  their  scalloped  edges 
Over  bare  rocks 
Covering  their  cinnamon  faces; 
Sheltering  their  black  eyes 
From  the  noon  sun. 
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The  Ships  of  Glou'ster 

By  Ruth  Hornbrook 

Decadent  ships  of  brash  display — 

Gilt  ships  where  men  may  dance — 

They  sail  the  sea  and  feel  no  spray; 

Breast  storms  and  take  no  chance; 

And  they  have  cowed  the  sea's  wild  way, 

Its  perilous  romance, 

Its  challenging  horizons  gray. 

With  artful  dominance. 

'Twas  courage  of  a  sterner  sort 

That  laid  the  ocean  trails; 

And  watching  these  flip  ships  cavort 

Immune,  where  death  prevails, 

Choking  the  winds  with  smoke  for  sport, 

I  thank  the  god  of  gales     • 

For  the  valiant  ships  of  Glou'ster  port 

That  still  tread  seas  with  sails. 

Great-hearted  mariners  they  are 

That  Glou'ster  merchants  plant 

On  their  Glou'ster  ships,  like  cord  and  spar 

Of  fibre  adamant. 

They  know  the  lore  of  the  Guiding  Star 

And  they  stand  a-deck  aslant 

When  winds  start  landsmen's  prayers  afar, 

As  other  sailors  can't. 

They  hie  them  not  to  cushioned  cells 
To  parry  winds  with  wires, 
When  tempests  rack  the  buoy  bells 
And  carve  the  sea  in  spires. 
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Their  fray  is  where  the  wild  sail  swells 
In  sight  of  all  defiers 
And  face  to  face  with  tumult;  else 
They  were  not  like  their  sires. 

Norse  souls,  surviving  epic  graves, 

These  Glou'ster  men  imbrue — 

Norse  souls  who  clenched  the  winds  and  waves 

To  be  their  retinue; 

Sea  Masters — never  flaccid  slaves 

To  button,  switch  and  screw — 

Base  ruse,  unmanning  what  it  saves — 

Their  sons  are  like  them  too. 

***** 
Oh,  Dick,  my  sailor,  browned  and  brined, 
With  salt  mist  in  his  hair, 
Says  nought's  so  sorry,  to  his  mind. 
As  landsmen  crowding  there 
When  men  may  wing  like  wisps  of  wind 
Outleaguing  shuffling  care; 
And  past  the  risk-tanged  verges  find 
What  space  God  has  to  spare. 

But  sweet  tho'  these  sea-spannings  be 

For  those  who  crave  to  roam. 

Most  blest  the  hour  for  folk  like  me 

Who  wait  for  them  to  come, 

When  Glou'ster  brigs,  with  sails  flung  free, 

And  smashing  waves  to  foam 

Come  slanting  portward  up  the  sea — 

Come  slanting  portward,  home. 
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My  Little  Cape  Cod  Maiden 

By  Katherine  Finnigan  Anderson 

I  brought  her  from  the  sand-dunes, 
From  the  sand-dunes  and  the  sea, 
And  I  placed  her  in  my  garden 
Where  the  wind  blows  recklessly. 
And  the  storms  beat  down  upon  her, 
But  she  doesn't  seem  to  care — 
This  little  Cape  Cod  maiden, 
With  the  sea-weed  in  her  hair. 

She  is  winsome  and  attractive, 
Though  demure  to  a  degree. 
And  I've  christened  her  Priscilla, 
Which  is  fitting,  you'll  agree. 
Since  her  forbears  crossed  the  ocean, 
With  those  pious  sons  of  God, 
Who  came  over  in  the  Mayflower, 
And  anchored  off  Cape  Cod. 

She  wears  a  bright,  blue  kirtle. 
And  a  hood  which  frames  her  face 
In  a  fascinating  manner. 
Giving  her  an  added  grace. 
As  she  steers  her  dainty  windmill 
With  a  firm,  unfaltering  hand. 
In  uttermost  obedience 
To  every  least  command 

Of  the  wind,  whether  it  whistles 
With  a  gusto  through  the  trees, 
Or  sweeps  across  the  garden, 
In  a  playful  summer  breeze. 
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And  sometimes  as  I  watch  her, 
Perched  upon  her  iron  rod, 
I  fancy  that  she's  longing 
For  the  shores  of  old  Cape  Cod; 

For  the  sea-gull's  ribald  laughter, 
And  the  moaning  of  the  tide. 
Or,  maybe,  she's  just  longing 
To  be  a  sailor's  bride. 
And  to  wander  o'er  the  sand-dunes, 
With  her  lover  hand  in  hand. 
When  the  glory  of  the  spring-tide 
Is  abroad  in  all  the  land. 

She  has  been  my  boon  companion 
In  the  sunshine  and  the  rain, 
Being  always  at  her  station, 
Just  outside  my  window-pane; 
And  I've  learned  from  her  the  lesson 
Of  simply  standing  still. 
Moving  only  as  God  moves  me, 
In  obedience  to  His  will. 

I  brought  her  from  the  sand-dunes, 
From  the  sand-dunes  and  the  sea. 
And  I  placed  her  in  my  garden 
Where  the  wind  blows  recklessly. 
And  the  storms  beat  down  upon  her. 
But  she  doesn't  seem  to  care — 
This  little  Cape  Cod  maiden, 
With  the  sea-weed  in  her  hair. 
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Mississippi  —  Missouri 

By  Charles  Tiffany 

In  clear  cold  blue  Itasca  Lake,  in  scores  of  mountain 
springs, 
In   rippling  streams  and  rivulets  doth  Queen  of 
Waters  rise, 
And  curving,  dancing,  crystal  clear,  her  joyous  flood 
she  flings 
At  Falls  of  Minnehaha  clean  as  the  azure  skies. 

She  plays  the  game  with  majesty  of  virgin  Goddess 
pride; 
"Man  may  stay,  impound,  delay,  but  peril  waits — 
beware! 
Span   me   with   mighty   bridges,    your  ships   in   my 
waters  guide: 
But  my  imperious  will  is  Law — a  challenge  if  you 
dare!" 

Tremendous  is  the  wonder-game,  the  man  and  nature 
strife. 
The  will  of  man  and  the  river's  will  with  hazards 
mountain-high. 
And  play  is  clean  for  scores  of  miles  with  zest  of 
battle  of  life: 
Lose  or  win  as  chips  cash  in — the  limit  is  played  to 
the  sky! 


But  change  is  wrought  upon  the  stream:  From  far  oflF 
western  plains 
A  murky,   frowzy,   turbid  flood  comes  seething, 
roystering  in, 
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And  Mississippi's  loveliness  polluted  is  with  stains 
As  if  a  splendid  maiden  were  plunging  into  sin. 

Thenceforward    reaving    power,    swaying,    roaring, 
staggering  drunk, 
Marks  the  vast  downpouring  maelstrom  draining 
half  a  continent: 
From  east  and  west  the  rivers  join  the  mighty  boiling 
trunk, 
A  vast  Golconda,  spawning,  killing,  crime-stained, 
innocent. 

Stupendous  in  its  hundred  moods  the  giant  flood 
careens, 
Missouri — Mississippi,  life  and  death  and  weal  and 
woe; 
Their  ravished  riches  spending  as  they  race  through 
New  Orleans 
Like   swaying   drunken   harlots   in   the    Gulf   of 
Mexico. 
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A  Song  to  Illinois 

(Admitted  to  statehood  in  1818) 

By  Horace  Spencer  Fiske 

Lift  a  song  to  Illinois,  a  song  of  pride  and  praise; 
Crown   her   life   with   tribute   and   with   everlasting 

bays; 
Sing  her  sweep  of  prairie  and  her  free,  unbounded 

sky, 
Her  rustling  wealth  of  corn  lands  reaching  endless  to 

the  eye. 

Lift  her  banners  to  the  breezes,  from  the  Lake  that 

brings  the  sun 
To  the  radiant  western  gateway  where  the  mighty 

waters  run. 
Sing  Marquette's  immortal  mission  with  its  fevered, 

fateful  quest, 
And  LaSalle's  all  conquering  vision  of  an  empire  in 

the  west. 

Sing  a  song  of  statehood  and  a  widening  common- 
wealth, 

A  land  of  mine  and  shining  stream,  a  granary  of 
health; 

The  fruit  of  forge  and  furnace,  the  man  against  the 
sky. 

And  all  the  flags  of  commerce  that  ceaselessly  go  by. 

Sing  her  love  of  freedom  and  her  fight  to  free  the 

slave. 
And  Grant's  uncounted  soldiers  that  swept  into  the 

grave; 
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Lift  a  song  for  Lincoln  who  saved  a  shackled  race 
And  bore  a  nation's  sorrow  written  deeply  in  his  face. 

Send  a  paean  ringing  for  her  boys  that  fought  and  fell 
To  crush  a  spiked  autocracy  beneath  a  shower  of  shell. 
And  sing  her  song  of  science,  her  gifts  of  art  and  pen, 
Her  mighty,  marching  city,  and  the  lifting  hopes  of 
men. 
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Louisiana 
By  K.  O.  Haas 

Ah,  how  she  is  lovely,  my  Louisiana! 

Her  hair  a  tangled  thicket  and  her  eyes 

Are  tawny  pools  all  heavy-lashed  with  reeds; 

Calm,  sleepy-lidded,  but  with  unknown  depth. 

Her  mouth  a  scarlet  flower  of  the  swamps 

And  Oh,  the  jasmine  sweetness  of  her  breath! 

Her  body  too  a  thing  of  loveliness; 

Not  with  the  thin,  cold  sweetness  of  the  North, 

Nor  with  the  buxom  bounty  of  the  West, 

But  with  soft  curves  and  languid  grace, 

A  vagrant,  gypsy  beauty  truly  formed 

For  lure  and  love  and  laughter,  for  romance. 

I  fear  she  is  a  slattern  in  her  dress. 
Her  garments  ragged  and  her  ankles  bare; 
But  there  are  wondrous  colors  to  her  gowns! 
Purple  of  cane,  the  cool  young  green  of  rice. 
Blue  of  the  gulf,  a  thousand  radiant  hues 
And  always  fragrant  flowers  on  her  breast. 

Her  voice  has  a  strange  music  all  its  own 

So  slow,  so  low  and  yet  so  deep,  so  clear; 

Like  the  slow  drip  of  syrup  or  the  juice 

Of  golden  oranges  all  acid  sweet. 

Thru  it  run  bird  notes  and  plantation  bells, 

The  wind  blowing  thru  the  cane,  a  strummed  guitar. 

She  seems  the  embodiment  of  man's  desire, 
Lips  full  of  kisses  and  eyes  full  of  dreams, 
And  yet  she  can  be  fierce  and  cruel  too 
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Breaking  a  man's  heart  with  her  savage  moods, 
Driving  him  from  her  till  at  last  he  seeks 
A  milder  mistress  in  the  North  or  West. 

But  not  for  him  their  purer,  colder  love. 

He  has  known  passion  that  they  may  not  know,- 

Lovc,  hate,  desire,  aching  memories 

Of  burning  days  and  flower-scented  nights, 

A  mighty  longing.  Confident  she  waits 

For  who  has  known  her  never  can  forget. 
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Palm  Beach 
By  Mary  Leighton 

As,  seeking  broader  lands  to  gain, 
Columbus  sailed  the  uncharted  main, 
So  artist-minds  have  paved  a  way 
Where  genius  strives  and  builds  today. 
In  air  of  balm,  'neath  southern  skies. 
We  see  their  hopes  now  grandly  rise. 

A  magic  city,  fronting  wide 

On  tropic  ocean's  radiant  tide. 

With  blending  hues  and  grace  of  line. 

Wide  stretch  of  grove  and  clinging  vine. 

Cool  patio,  terrace,  winding  stair 

And  fountain's  jet  in  garden  fair. 

To  deed  of  Spain's  courageous  queen 
No  fairer  fruitage  e'er  was  seen 
Than  this  our  builder's  happy  dream. 
An  architectural  gem  supreme; 
A  many-petaled  flower  in  stone 
From  coral  reef  to  blossom  grown. 
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From  the  Cabrillo  at  Santa  Barbara 

By  Emily  Wilson  Sander 

THE  BREAKERS 
One  by  one  the  white  cohorts  advance; 
Restive  before  the  ocean's  cool  command; 
Checked  at  last  they  take  their  ordered  stand; 
Magnificent  as  far  as  eye  can  reach: 
The  white  battalions  that  parade  the  beach. 

THE  BEACH 
The  beach  is  like  a  glorious  girl  today; 
Exotic  beauty  of  a  foreign  race; 
Sensuous  eyed  and  conscious  of  her  grace; 
Undulating — every  movement  flashes 
Rainbow  color  of  her  shawl  and  sashes. 

THE  MOUNTAINS 
Like  sentinels,  dark  cloaked  duennas  stand, 
Veiling  their  pride  behind  a  mist  of  tears. 
Purple-shadowed  heartbreak  and  white-locked 

years 
Stand  them  apart  from  her  who  dances  there, 
In  the  sun,  with  garlands  in  her  hair. 


72 


The  Gap  of  the  Winds 

By  Robert  Notvest 

Rustling  leaves,  dancing  with  the  breeze. — 
Already  has  come  winter's  first  icy  chill; 
Thru  gray  torn  clouds,  a  golden  frieze 
Of  the  sinking  sun  o'er  the  western  hill. 

The  magic  touch  of  frost  has  spread 
A  riot  of  colors  o'er  hill  and  dale; 
Summer  is  gone.  All  life  seems  dead: 
A  blanket  of  snowflakes, — an  icy  veil. 

Rocky  the  lane  from  Pen-Argyl, — 
The  stony  ridge  to  the  Gap  of  the  Winds, 
Where  battered  and  baffled,  mile  after  mile, 
The  Northwind  at  last  an  outlet  finds. 

The  Gap, — where  tempests  howl  and  shriek. 
And  trees  are  slain  by  the  Northwind's  breath,- 
Seek  not  to  learn  its  secret  so  bleak, — 
For  a  man  to  know  too  much — is  death. 

True  faith  a  silken  mantle  lays 

On  weary  hearts;  but  the  silk  is  rent 

When  curious  doubt  in  torture  sways 

A  soul  that  is  searching  for  beauty's  intent. 

"Only  thru  suff^'ring  can  one  gain  bliss." 
Blinding,  though  bright,  the  sunlight  glows. 
Tulips  have  beauty, — its  fragrance  we  miss; 
And  always  the  Thorn  protects  the  Rose. 
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The  Song  of  the  Spheres 

(Is  the  Song  of  God) 
By  N.  B.  Norman 

"Music  has  colors." 

I  know  that  the  heavens 

Have  music, 

Deep  symphonic  harmonies, 

Grave,  and  gay  celestial  melodies — 

For  the  heavens  have  color, — 

Purple,  gold  and  jade. 

The  heavens  have  color  and  music, 

A  million  million  voices — 

Swelling  trumpets. 

Golden  lyres, 

Singing  to  the  rhythmic 

Beat  of  the  Master's  baton. 

The  heavens  have  color, 

And  music,  a  grand  celestial 

Symphony;  trumpets,  harps,  cellos, 

And  all  the  instruments  of  music — 

Yea  a  million  instruments  not  known 

To  man  in  his  earthly  life. 

The  heavens  have  music  in  various  shades. 

Loud  crescendos. 

Thundering  arpeggios. 

Concertos  for  a 

Chosen  sphere,  or  people: 

Now  diminuendos 

Soft  and  softer  .   .   .  more  to  be  felt  than 

Heard  .   .   .  like  a  dream  the  sound  is  gone. 

And  only  the  memory  lingers  on, 
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Like  the  glory  that  was 

Greece's  or  Babylon's. 

The  heavens  have  a  symphony  of 

Celestial  voices; 

God  is  the  concert  master 

Waving  his  baton  over 

Drums  of  thunder. 

He  conceives  the  motifs, 

And  builds  the  melodies. — 

The  heavens  have  music. 

God  is  the  author  of  all  motifs 

The  designer  of  all  instruments, 

He  is  the  concert  master  ...   He 

Chooses  what  He  may, 

And  His  instruments  sing. 

God  sings  with  an  unfaltering 

Accent  His  melodies,  and  recitativos, 

And  time  rolls  on   .    .   .   largo 

Andante,  allegro,  and  presto. 

God  sings  and  worlds  spin. 

God  is  the  concert  master. 

His  song  is  the 

Song  of  the  spheres. 
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The  Call  of  the  Countryside 

By  J.  M.  Meador 

The  hum  of  the  motor  and  whir  of  the  wheel 
May  challenge  the  ear  of  the  street, 
But  the  homing  herd  and  the  mating  bird 
Make  music  far  more  sweet. 

So  take  me  back  to  the  countryside 
Where  the  field  and  forest  blend, 
And  let  me  scale  some  mountain  trail 
Till  I  reach  its  rainbow  end. — 

A  dreamy  place,  where  the  mosses  cling 
To  the  oak,  in  silv'ry  gray, 
Or  where  they  spread  an  emerald  bed 
And  tuck  the  stones  away. — 

The  countryside,  where  the  drowsy  winds 
Pipe  soft  to  the  crooning  stream 
As  the  daylight  dies  from  the  western  skies. 
And  cares  are  lost  in  dream. 

Give  me  a  gourd  and  a  crystal  spring — 
Let  me  drink  to  the  flowers  of  May 
Where  the  crab  tree's  bloom  in  sweet  perfume 
Hangs  clustered  o'er  the  way. 

Give  me  a  place  where  the  swallow  dips. 
And  the  martin  builds  her  nest; 
Where  the  whippoorwill  calls  loud  and  shrill 
When  the  shadows  roam  the  west. 

Give  me  a  place  where  the  wild  rose  blooms. 
And  the  robin  trills  his  lay; 
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Where  the  brook  and  sky  and  trees  and  I 
Are  comrades  every  day. 

Yes,  take  me  back  to  the  countryside — 
Away  from  the  jostling  street — 
Where  the  mountains  climb  to  heights  sublime; 
Where  the  winds  and  waters  meet. 
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Angling 

By  Ada  E.  Hall 

It  is  pleasant  in  the  forest, 

Down  beside  a  shady  brook, 
Just  to  sit  and  dream  and  ponder, 

And  to  fish  with  line  and  hook. 

Find  a  shady,  cozy  corner. 

With  the  murmuring  brook  below; 

Watch  the  little  fishes  playing. 
Lightly  slipping  to  and  fro. 

Drop  the  angle  in  the  water, 
See  it  slowly  sink  from  sight; 

Sit  so  very  still  and  patient. 
You'll  be  sure  to  get  a  bite. 

See!  the  line  is  gently  moving. 

Now  it's  still, — now  moves  toward  land; 
Then  a  splash — a  sudden  jerking 

Nearly  pulls  it  from  your  hand. 

Now  he's  got  it!  Hold  it  steady! 

One  sharp  pull  and  all  is  o'er; 
With  scales  gleaming  in  the  sunlight 

A  chub  lies  panting  on  the  shore. 
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Dear  Things  and  Queer  Things 

By  Louisa  Cooke  Don-Carlos 

The  world's  so  full  of  dear  things, 

Of  nice  things  and  queer  things; 

Girls  with  curls, 

Peacocks  and  pearls. 

Morning  dew,  hoar-frost,  too. 

And  little  homey  near  things. 

There  arc  vine-hung  walls. 

And  stately  halls 

Where  Dons  march  to  and  fro. 

And  far  up  there, 

A  cross  in  air 

Where  wheeling  starlings  go. 

There  are  blackbirds 

And  redbirds. 

And  butterflies  and  bees: 

There's  flowering  almond  in  the  spring, 

And  green-striped  tulip-trees. 

There  arc  autumn  leaves 

And  rainbows, 

And  white  clouds  floating  high; 

Cool  green  waves, 

'Bove  coral  caves, 

And  white  ships  sailing  by. 

There's  winter's  snows 

Where  holly  grows. 

And  pine  trees,  straight  and  tall. 

The  world's  so  full  of  dear  things, 

Of  nice  things  and  queer  things. 

How  can  I  leave  them  all? 
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Prairie  Winds 

By  William  Earl  Hill 

O  savage  spirits  of  the  air's  unrest, 

Ye  that  are  fickle  Change's  very  breath, 

Ye  wail  as  though  by  Goblin  Fear  obsessed, 

And  flee  like  ghosts  before  some  flaming  Death. 

Yet  you  I  love.  Your  shrieks  are  savage  song. 

Ye  paint  the  prairie  Heaven's  vast  pageantry. 

Ye  give  our  plains  a  life,  moving  and  strong. 

Ye  are  to  us  our  mountains  and  our  sea. 

So  I  have  loved  you  from  my  earliest  youth. 

And  I  have  loved  your  challenge  unto  me 

To  glimpse  through  Time's  blown  dust  some  Rock 

of  Truth, 
Firm-fashioned  for  the  far  eternity. 
Then  blow,  ye  Gales,  no  thing  of  Earth  is  still: 
Meadows  and  fields  toss  like  a  raging  sea; 
Pale  clouds  black  shades  flicker  o'er  vale  and  hill; 
And  ev'n  the  dizzy  heavens  reel  and  flee; 
And  writhe,  ye  Trees,  in  dust!  Through  which  afar 
The  hills,  with  blue  and  purple  lights  empearled, 
Loom  like  that  Giant's  bastions  whose  huge  car 
With  speed-mad,  strident  clangor  shakes  the  world! 
Blow,  Prairie  Winds!  Though  Earth  grow  sick  with 

strife! 
Blow!  For  ye  change  deserts  to  flowers  and  grain! 
Across  the  endless  leagues  ye  bear  us  Life! 
Over  a  continent  ye  scatter  RAIN! 
Ye  are  the  prairie  gods  of  Fate — or  Chance: 
Prosperity  and  Dearth,  and  Joy  and  Pain — 
Aye,  Life  and  Death,  and  every  circumstance 
Of  Good  and  Evil  follow  in  your  train. 
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Symbol  of  Human  Life  ye  are  to  me: 

Life's  joys  and  pains  are  as  the  winds  unstable. 

The  flower-fragrant  breeze  of  ecstasy, 

Driving  its  flocks  of  silver  clouds,  scarce  able 

To  make  soft  murmurings  in  the  leaves  new  born 

To  verdurous  Spring — may  change  to  blasts  of  heat 

That  burn  to  brown  and  brittle  Death  the  corn 

And  leave  a  desolation  in  the  wheat. 

And  there  shall  come  Storm  Winds  with  flashing  eyes 

Of  lightning,  long,  black,  streaming  hair  of  rain, 

And  thunderous  voices  out  of  Night's  black  skies, 

And  clattering  hooves  that  trample  down  the  grain. 

Ye  bear  to  us  green  clouds  of  deadly  hail, — 

Gray  showers — white  snows — and  freezing  blasts  of 

Death; 
The  sand-storm,  that  with  many-jointed  flail 
Threshes  the  grain  fields,  rides  upon  your  breath. 

Oh!  'Neath  your  rainbowed  showers  red  roses  blow 

Fair  as  first  love  and  fragrant  with  delight, 

And  the  tall  corn  and  shimmering  wheatfields  grow 

And  bloom  and  seed,  and  all  the  Earth  is  bright! 

But  most  I  love  you.  Winds,  when  ye  are  strong 

And  clean  and  bracing,  scattering  Sloth  and  Ease: 

Blow  on  me  then!  Your  breath  is  like  a  song 

Of  Love's  and  Labor's  brave  activities. 

I  need  your  spur!  Blow  strong  upon  my  soul! 

Too  often  I  have  sought  the  languid  breeze. 

Make  me  to  strive  ere  I  may  reach  my  goal, 

Nor  idle  always  under  moveless  trees. 

Teach  me  to  shun  tornado  blasts  of  Hate, 

And  fatal  freezing  winds  of  Selfishness; 

To  bear  your  tempests  with  a  heart  elate; 

To  front  Death's  blizzard  nor  one  fear  confess! 
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There  is  a  Power  whose  laws  rule  winds  and  Life. 
If  true  as  "fickle"  winds,  we  do  His  will, 
Past  fragrant  zephyrs  and  fierce  storms  of  Strife- 
We  trust  all  shall  be  well — where  winds  arc  still! 


82 


A  Leafy  Welcome 
By  Mary  Jane  Dew 

A  pear  tree  stood  by  Aunt  Sue's  gate 
That  always  seemed  endowed  with  power 
To  make  mc  feel  as  if  a  shower 
Of  friendly  greetings  it  poured  out, 
"To  one  and  all,  a  leafy  welcome." 

And  surely  others  felt  the  same 

For  all  felt  welcome  e'en  before 

They  touched  the  threshold  of  the  door 

As  if  this  tree  did  nod  and  say, 

"To  one  and  all,  a  leafy  welcome." 

It  bore  some  pears — I  must  allow — 
Then  sweet  to  sense  of  smell  and  taste, 
But  never  will  I  count  it  waste. 
The  friendly  nods,  and  words  it  spake, 
"To  one  and  all,  a  leafy  welcome." 
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Portraiture 

By  Anita  Scott  Coleman 

Black  men  are  the  tall  trees  that  remain  standing 
in  a  forest  after  a  fire. 

Flame  strips  their  branches, 
Flame  sears  their  limbs, 
Flame  scorches  their  trunks; 
Yet  stand  these  trees. 
For  their  roots  are  thrust  deep 
in  the  heart  of  the  earth. 

Black  men  are  the  tall  trees  that  remain  standing 
in  a  forest  after  a  fire. 
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A  Prayer  for  Bill 

By  M.  Rees 

When  me  and  Bill  wuz  ridin' 

On  a  rough  an'  rocky  trail, 

An'  I  wuz  meditatin' 

How  us  human  critters  fail, 

Soon  we  viewed  a  startlin'  picture, 

Drawed  as  akrit  as  a  line — 

It  wuz  one  them  matchless  figgers, 

'Twas  a  giant  mountain  pine. 

An'  then  I  tole  my  Billy 
God  had  set  it  in  that  place, 
An'  how  it  growed  toward  Heaven 
Fer  to  look  Him  in  the  face. 
An'  while  my  boy  kep'  measurin' 
That  great  an'  perfect  tree 
I  prayed  he'd  grow  jes'  like  it; 
Wouldn't  do  to  foller  me. 
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Me 

By  Jane  Wells  Bliss 

My  soul  is  made  of — what  do  you  guess? 
Fleur-de-Lis  and  Butterflies 

When  Spring  says,  "Come!" — all  of  me  says,  "Yes' 
Fleur-de-Lis  and  Butterflies 

When  Summer  comes — in  the  sun  I  stretch. 
Fleur-de-Lis  and  Butterflies 
Oh!  Autumn  he  is  a  changeful  wretch. 
Flcur-dc-Lis  and  Butterflies 

Even  in  Winter  there's  no  repose, 
Fleur-de-Lis  and  Butterflies 
I  lust  for  it  ALL,  and  so  it  goes, 
Fleur-de-Lis  and  Butterflies. 
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Busied  Youth 

By  Earle  Henry  MacLeod 

Busy  little  boy, 

With  so  much  to  do, 
Scampering  up  hillsides; 

Treading  gardens  through. 

With  a  pointed  stick, 
Piercing  apples,  green, 

Flinging  them  far  sky-ward 
Storming  yon  ravine. 

Watching,  wonder-eyed, 
How  a  nest  is  made; 

Swinging  from  a  limb's  end 
Seeking  brooks  to  wade. 

Wishing  on  a  star. 

When  a  day  is  through   . 
Nimble  little  youngster. 

All  depends  on  you. 
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Mirages 

By  Arlen  Oberson 

Forests  may  glow  like  a  wave  of  fire, 
When  the  sunset  steals  in; 

Rivers  may  claim  unfathomable  depths, 
When  the  birch  trees  look  in; 

Hill-tops  may  tower  to  meet  the  sky, 
When  we  look  up  towards  them; 

Daylight  seems  stifling  in  densest  smoke, 
When  the  mist  king  holds  reign; 

Dreams  may  be  wreathed  in  a  golden  light. 
Until  they  come  true. 
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Riches 

By  Olive  Boda  Brown 

Many  have  wealth  and  yet  are  poor, 
But  what  of  the  world  have  I? 

I've  a  wealth  of  roses  round  my  door, 
I'm  rich  and  you  wonder  why. 

I've  a  patch  of  grass  that's  a  velvet  green, — 
It  is  washed  by  the  rain  and  dew, — 

I've  a  lot  of  birds  that  sing  in  my  trees, 
And  a  rainbow  garden  too! 

Tho  many  have  more  of  the  world  than  I, 

I've  more  than  I  really  need, 
For  some  have  nothing  of  trees  and  flowers, 

While  to  me  they  are  friends  indeed. 

To  the  world  I  came  with  an  empty  hand. 

And  thus  will  I  leave  it  too, 
But  think  of  the  things  I  have  had  as  mine, 

Where  my  rainbow  garden  grew! 
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Rosemary 
By  Percy  Loveday 

Oh,  night  sublime,  too  brief,  when  we  two  stood 
On  that  old  porch,  moonlit,  vine-covered. 

Hushed  were  the  birds  in  yonder  silent  wood, 
Our  star  was  silver  overhead — it  was  September. 

Above  our  souls,  the  soul  of  parting  hovered. 
Do  you  remember? 

And  that  last  moment  ere  we  turned  to  go 

Heaven  seemed  to  flood  the  very  world  with  light. 
Your  kiss  upon  my  brow,  your  words  "I  love  you 
so," 
As  sitting  by  the  hearth  alone  in  bleak  December, 
Are  memory's  candles,  that  I  burn  tonight. 
Yes,  I  remember. 

And  as  the  nights  go  traveling  down  the  years 

Your  eyes  meet  mine  in  yonder  brilliant  star. 
Your  ardent  love  for  me  alone  is  solace  for  my  tears. 
Through  time  and  through  Eternity — September 
or  December — 
That  night  is  ours — our  hearts — our  souls — though 
distant  far 

We  still  remember. 
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Lament  of  Columbine 

(To  H.  J.  W.) 

By  Lucy  Winn 

I  am  a  faithless  Columbine, 
I  love  the  heartless  Harlequin. 
But  he,  alas,  will  ne'er  be  mine, 
For  we  both  fear  the  other's  sin. 

We  who  so  lightly  played  at  love 
Doubt  the  other's,  slightest  jest. 
It  seems  high  vengeance  from  above 
Dispels  all  peace  and  gives  no  rest. 

In  my  coyness  he  will  see 
Only  the  fickle  heart  of  me. 
While  in  his  grace  my  heart  descries 
The  mocking  smoothness  of  his  lies. 

Oh,  who  deemed  it  sadder  fate 
To  be  sweet  clinging  Pierette? 
I  would  I  were  that  trusting  child 
Instead  of  the  guileful  Columbine. 

I  wish  he  were  only  Pierrot 

And  love's  own  artifice  did  not  know, 

For  it  would  be  an  untold  bliss 

To  really  believe  in  just  one  kiss! 
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Three  Songs  of  Love 

(Chinese  Fashion) 

By  William  A.  Beatty 

THE  MANDARIN  SPEAKS 
Cherry  blossom, 
Know  you  not  that  I 
Plucked  you  from  the 
Tree  of  Youth  to  eye 
Your  beauty  and 
Have  your  eternal 
Fragrance? 

RIVER  SONG 
Like  you,  sweet  bud, 
The  river  sparkles 
Golden  in  the 
Sunlight. 

LOVE  CALL 
The  moon  is  casting 
Manifold  charms 
Upon  the  sleeping 
Garden  flowers. 
Can  you  hear  the  call 
Of  the  sweet  bird, 
Who  bids  us  know  the 
Romance  of  night? 
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The  Dream 

By  Maud  Morrison  Huey 

Oh,  mother  o'  mine,  did  you  dream  a  dream, — 

A  dream  that  was  only  begun, — 
That  the  heart  of  me  should  tug  at  the  leash 

When  the  hungering  west  winds  run? — 
Tug  at  the  leash  and  long  to  be  free, — 

Like  the  west  wind,  tortured  and  tossed, — 
Seeking  the  frozen  hills  in  the  dark, 

For  a  little  dream  that  is  lost? 

Did  you  dream  a  dream.  Oh,  mother  o'  mine, 

A  dream  that  would  not  depart, 
And  to  hide  it  away  from  the  mocking  world 

Did  you  tuck  it  into  my  heart? — 
Deep  away  in  the  heart  o'  me, 

Where  it  lies,  star-eyed  and  still; 
Till  the  hungering  west  wind  comes  again. 

Haunting  the  frozen  hill. 

What  does  it  say  of  the  way,  of  the  way 

That  the  little  dream  would  go? — 
Would  it  lead  my  tender  trembling  feet 

Out  through  the  wastes  of  snow? — 
"Away  to  the  heights,  to  the  heights,  to  the  heights!' 

Some  day,  little  dream,  be  still, 
For  the  tug  of  the  leash  I  may  not  bear 

When  the  west  wind  haunts  the  hill. 
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Which  Shall  I  Choose? 

By  Delle  Bloss  Davenport 

I  am  looking  for  a  nosegay 
To  wear  in  my  button  hole, 

As  I  walk  into  my  garden 

The  flowers  speak  to  my  soul. 

"Which  shall  I  choose,"  I  say  aloud 
And  from  out  the  bush  near  by. 

Comes  a  loud  voice  which  I  can  hear,- 
"Oh  pluck  me,  ere  I  die," 

I  pause  and  find  the  marigold 
Resplendent  in  golden  hue; 

"No,  you're  far  too  vain,  I'm  looking 
For  a  lowlier  flower  than  you. 

"Ah!  here  is  one,  so  sweet  and  shy! 

The  violet's  the  flower  for  me; 
I'll  wear  it  so  that  all  may  know 

We  love,  not  'glitter,'  but  modesty.' 
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To- 
by Samuel  Goldman 

If  I  should  carefully  each  petal  tear, 

To  learn  from  whence  a  flower's  fragrance  rare 

Doth  come,  my  search  would  end  in  sad  despair. 

I  cannot  take  away  with  me  your  kiss, 
And  study  it  with  close  analysis, 
To  find  wherefore  so  strange  a  bliss. 

'Tis  futile  seeking  for  the  spark  divine, 

That  makes  my  blood  change  to  delicious  wine, 

When  I  but  hold  your  little  hand  in  mine. 

And  when  I  gaze  into  your  azure  eyes, 
I  cannot  find  the  magic  therein  lies, 
That  plays  unto  my  soul  sweet  melodies. 

Do  not  ask  me  why  I  love  you  so, 

For  I  can  only  answer,  humbly,  low, 

I  do  not  know,  my  love  ...   I  do  not  know. 
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Do  You  Not  Know? 

By  Katherine  Ruggles 

Dear  Heart,  have  you  not  learned 
That  when  your  soul  has  yearned, 
Has  longed  for  better  things — 
Then  Heaven  sings? 

And  when  with  tear-wet  eyes 
You  look  up  to  the  skies — 
Dear  Heart,  do  you  not  know 
That  Heaven  bends  low? 
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ToM— 

By  Katherine  Ruggles 

They  say  the  little  four-leaf  clover 

Brings  faith,  hope,  love  and  luck 

The  wide  -wotld  over. 

Faith  and  hope  you  have,  I  know. 

Love,  I  gave  you  long  ago, 

So  with  these  three  I'm  very  sure 

Luck  must  be  rapping  at  your  door. 
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Oh  Would  That  I  Could  Fly  to  You 

By  Harriet  E.  Carskaden 

Oh,  would  that  I  could  fly  to  you 

In  my  aeroplane — 
Go  soaring  through  the  azure  sky, 

Above  the  mists  and  rain! 

Perhaps  some  day  I'll  get  my  'wish, 
Since  dreams  sometimes  come  true; 

My  greetings  then  I'll  bring  to  you. 
And  Christmas  cards  taboo. 

I'll  spread  my  wings  and  sally  forth — 

A  modern  Santa  Claus! 
On  schedule  time  I'll  make  my  trips. 

Defying  all  speed  laws. 

Meantime,  I  must  "stick  to  my  sphere," 
But  love  has  wings,  they  say; 

So  poof!  away  IT  goes  to  you; 
You'll  get  it  Christmas  day. 
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Beauty 

By  L.  L.  Hershberger 

Beauty  smiles  from  the  rugged  hills, 
The  rocky  cliffs  and  the  rippling  rills; 
The  lowly  dells  and  marshes  where 
The  meadows  end  and  muck  bogs  are. 

Beauty  gleams  from  the  homely  face, 
And  ever-present  commonplace. 
Vision  bound?  Arise  and  free  it! 
Beauty's  there!  Have  eyes  and  see  it! 


99 


Color 

By  Jane  Blakeslee  Richards 

"Blue,  purple  and  scarlet  and  fine-twined  linen," 
The  stones  of  the  costliest  garnished  with  gold, 
What  counsel  for  beauty  God  gave  as  they  builded 
His  house  in  the  desert.  His  temple  of  old! 
In  revel  of  scarlet  and  orange  and  yellow 
The  forest.  His  vaulted  cathedral  aglow. 
The  Master  of  color,  the  Artist  Eternal 
Has  spread  a  new  canvas  of  beauty  below. 
With  emerald  seas  and  resplendent  aurora 
And  rainbows  reflected  in  drops  of  the  dew, 
The  world  may  be  sombre  with  shadows  of  sorrow 
But  lances  of  glory  have  shotten  it  through. 

In  long  ago  days  the  dear  grandames  and  mothers 
(Apart  from  the  halo  that  memory  throws) 
Were    they   saintlier   robed    in   the   greys   of   the 

gloaming 
Than  in  colors  of  sunset,  the  blue  and  the  rose? 
Wherever  may  be  the  long  home  of  the  happy, 
A-ncar  or  in  infinite  spaces  afar. 
Sometimes  for  the  radiance  dear  ones  are  tempted 
And  slip  through  the  gates  that  have  trembled  ajar. 
And  then  do  we  think  they  are  gladder  or  saddened 
(If  ever  they  sigh  in  that  land  of  delight) 
When  those  whom  they  love  wear  the  garments  of 

darkness 
And  veil  as  beneath  the  black  wing  of  the  night? 
"Blue,  purple  and  scarlet  and  fine-twined  linen," 
Has  mirrored  the  Mind  and  the  Heart  above, 
The  diamond,  sapphire,  amethyst  city. 
The  beauty  that  God  and  the  angels  love. 
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The  Real  You 

By  Eva  Louise  Zoller 

I  told  you  that  I  loved  you. 
But  that  doesn't  mean  a  thing 
To  one  who  hates  as  you  do, 
And  every  word's  a  sting. 

I  love  the  YOU  God  made  you 
And  not  the  you  you  are; 
You've  squandered  every  virtue 
Till  there's  only  left  a  scar. 

It's  just  that  dim  reflection 
Of  the  you  you  might  have  been 
Which  kindles  deep  affection 
And  makes  me  ache  within. 

If  I  take  that  tiny  flicker 
And  kindle  love's  fire  anew 
To  burn  up  all  your  vices. 
Will  the  you  that's  left  be  YOU? 
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The  Step  That  We  Know 

By  Mary  E.  Modricker 

When  the  day  is  done, 

And  the  night  draweth  nigh, 
When  the  homing  crowds 

Go  a-hurrying  by. 
Our  ears  are  attuned, 

Love  has  made  it  so. 
As  we  listen  and  wait 

For  the  step  that  we  know. 

With  the  shades  of  eve, 

Man  thinks  of  the  home, 
Tho'  near  he  may  toil. 

Or  far  he  may  roam; 
The  heart  reaches  out 

Thro'  the  sunset's  glow. 
As  we  listen  and  wait 

For  the  step  that  we  know. 

At  the  twilight  hour. 

Thro'  the  passing  years, 
One  shares  our  joys. 

One  shares  our  tears; 
Ah,  sad  it  must  be 

For  us  here  below, 
When  we  listen  in  vain 

For  the  step  that  we  know. 
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Aspens 
By  Olive  Watkins 

As  quivering  aspen  leaves  reflect 
The  faintest  breath  of  air. 
My  senses  start  awake  and  note 
The  color  of  your  hair. 

My  very  self,  grown  sensitive. 
Has  been,  without  my  choice, 
Attuned  to  hear  with  ecstasy 
The  love  notes  of  your  voice. 

(Published  in  "The  Prism,"  Kansas.  March-April,  1928.) 
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Vanishing  Joy 

By  Roy  Walter  James 

I  went  down  to  the  beach  to  play 

And  saw  where  sea- weed,  anchored,  lay; 

Where  waves  had  left  the  shore  as  though 
They  wished  to  ever  seaward  go; 

I  ran  where  periwinkles  stray 

When  wind  is  blowing  spume  and  spray; 

Sea-minnows  wiggled,  grey  and  green, 
In  little  pools  the  rocks  between; 

I  saw  where  abalones  crawl 
When  waters  are  above  them  all. 

While  glad  and  happily  I  danced. 
Where  waves  few  hours  ago  had  pranced. 

I  slipped  on  sea-weed  green  as  grass 
And  broke  a  salty  looking  glass. 

I  danced  no  more  that  wondrous  day 
But  left  where  tideland  boulders  lay; 

With  fragments  of  a  salty  glass. 

Through  which  I  plunged  from  tideland  grass, 

Bewildering  my  hair  and  eyes. 

And  dripping  from  my  clothes  likewise, 

I  stumbled  shuddering  back  home 
From  where  the  tideland  horses  roam. 
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And  now  and  then  I  oft  recall 
How  I  on  sea-weed  chanced  to  fall, 

How  I  saw  joy  so  quickly  pass 
To  woe  within  a  looking  glass. 
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The  Rose  and  the  Thorn 

By  Mary  Frances  Ward 

Love  is  like  a  charming  rose 
When  you  hold  it  lightly. 
It  becomes  a  tragic  thorn 
When  you  grasp  it  tightly. 
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Irony 

By  Mary  Frances  Ward 

His  soul  is  like  a  secret  room 

To  which  I  hold  the  key. 

It's  locked  to  those  around  him  most, 

They  only  know  him  at  his  worst. 

His  best  he  gives  to  me. 

But  ah,  the  cost  in  loneliness, 
I'm  called  upon  to  pay! 
I'm  robbed  by  my  own  worthiness, 
If  I  could  gain  by  recklessness, 
I'd  throw  the  key  away! 
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"You" 

By  Agness  Greene  Foster 

What  is  this  "You"  I  love  so  well 

Whose  face  and  form  forever  dwell 

Within  my  heart? 

Is  it  the  face  that  makes  you  "You," 

With  smiles  that  thrill  me  through  and  through 

Though  we're  apart? 

Or  is't  the  form  which  comes  to  view, 
That  seems  so  much  a  part  of  you 
I  love  so  dear? 

Ah,  no!  Were  both  some  other  thing, 
Still  if  to  me  your  heart  'twould  bring, 
O  never  fear — 

I'd  know  it  well;  since  all  that's  best. 
And  sweet  and  pure,  that  in  you  rest. 
Is  mind  above. 

For  when  God  thought  of  something  true, 
His  angels  came  straightway  to  you — 
The  "You"  I  love. 
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Love 

By  Grace  Imogen  Duffy 

Like  silver  shafts  imprisoned  in  a  fine 

Wrought  vase  of  filigree,  a  wayward  flame 

Unfurled,  and  escaped  like  eager  wine 

And  leapt  in  silver  rivers  to  my  heart.  It  came 

In  lightning  lashes  to  pursue  me 

And  lifted  me  in  quivering,  jealous  flight 

Above  the  sordid  world,  to  mystery 

And  rainbow  clouds  of  crystal  liquid  light. 

And  from  the  misty  dais  of  a  dream 
My  flow'ring  heart  became  a  glowing  star; 
Reflections  of  a  live  transfixed  gleam 
That  bound  my  world — immortal  bar! 
And  high  I  soar!  Love-pennons  for  my  wings. 
Listen!  Listen!  The  whole  world  sings! 
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A  Dream 

By  Roy  Nance  Smethers 

We  two  went,  hand  in  hand,  dear  love. 

Among  the  flowering  trees 
Where  peach-  and  apple-blossoms  call 

With  every  scented  breeze; 
We  two,  just  we,  and  hand  in  hand 

We  loved  each  fragrant  tree. 
With  only  me  for  you,  dear  love, 

And  only  you  for  me. 

We  two  went,  hand  in  hand,  dear  love, 

Down  through  the  mystic  pines 
Where  little  summer  zephyrs  blew 

Among  the  clambering  vines; 
We  two,  just  we,  and  hand  in  hand 

We  roamed  the  woodland  through, 
With  only  you  for  me,  dear  love, 

And  only  me  for  you. 

We  two  went,  hand  in  hand,  dear  love, 

Across  the  wind-swept  lea 
Where  little  autumn  breezes  blew 

From  tree  to  distant  tree. 
We  two,  just  we,  and  hand  in  hand 

We  roamed  the  meadow  free 
With  only  me  for  you,  dear  love, 

And  only  you  for  me. 

Wc  two  went,  hand  in  hand,  dear  love, 

And  climbed  the  distant  hill 
Where  snow  lay  white,  and  ice  had  stopped 

The  murmuring  of  the  rill. 
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Wc  two,  just  we,  and  hand  in  hand 
We  raced  where  cold  winds  blew, 

With  only  you  for  me,  dear  love, 
And  only  me  for  you. 
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Little  Fairy  Child! 

By  Helen  C.  Willis 

She  is  sweet  and  very  pensive,  so 
Sensitive — with  keen  imagination; 
Childhood  to  her  is  fairy-land. 
Gaily  colored  fantasies — music — dreams — 
In  the  song  of  birds  comes  a  love  to  her; 
The  beauty  of  the  flowers — rare  perfume 
Wafted  up  to  her,  a  living  soul 
Responding  to  one  so  sweet  and  so  still; 
Joyous  ecstasy  in  the  books  she  reads 
And  music — how  it  seems  to  touch  her  soul, 
So  deeply — divinely,  and  thrills  and  charms 
The  pages  that  she  reads. 
She  dwells  alone,  a  thing  apart,  far  from 
The  common-place  of  those  around  her,  for 
It  is  only  of  this  world  that  sorrows 
Come  to  her — for  in  her  own,  she  is  care- 
Free  and  happy  all  the  day  long,  and 
In  the  mystic  allurement  of  it  all 
Knows  only  the  beautiful,  wonderful, 
Land  of  fairy-lore! 
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Childhood 

By  Alice  Stettiner 

I  watched  a  little  child  one  day 

Droll  and  happy — full  of  play 

Frolic — jump  and  dance  around 

Like  a  brooklet  ocean  bound 

The  living  image  of  innocence  demure 

Sweet  as  an  angel  and  just  as  pure 

And  watching  him  a  thought  came  to  me 

Why  must  you  grow  up  a  MAN  to  be 

When  NOW  you're  so  happy,  gay  and  free? 

Would  we  be  as  happy  after  all 
If  pathways  were  roses  with  never  a  fall 
If  Childhood  would  everlastingly  rock 
And  ne'er  experience  a  single  hard  knock 
Surely  'tis  all  as  it's  meant  to  be 
God's  well  laid  plans  fit  perfectly. 

So  'tis  best  to  be  children  as  long  as  we  may; 
Keep  ourselves  young  by  indulgence  in  play 
And  even  in  AGE  to  childhood  return 
Unpleasantries  all  in  forgetfulness  burn. 
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The  World  Was  Surely  Made 
for  Me 

By  Maud  Morrison  Huey 

The  world  was  surely  made  for  me, 

It  is  so  to  my  suiting, — 
The  crispy  lettuce  green  of  it. 
The  satiny  new  spring  sheen  of  it. 
The  wealth  untold  of  tasselled  gold, 
And  all  the  nectared  sweet  of  it. 

The  crumpled  peach-blow  fluting. 
The  world  was  surely  made  for  me. 

It  is  so  to  my  suiting. 

I  would  not  add  another  stroke, 

It  suits  me  so  completely, — 
The  morning,  noon,  and  night  of  it. 
The  dark  of  it,  the  light  of  it, 
The  paths  that  lead  o'er  hill  and  mead 
To  all  the  little  homes  of  it, 

And  birds  that  sing  so  sweetly. 
I  would  not  add  another  stroke. 
It  suits  me  so  completely. 
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Gesture 

By  Elisabeth  Clarke 

I  clamored  for  a  star 

That  shone  above  the  rest 
More  beautiful  than  all: 

The  brightest,  loveliest. 

I  v^^as  not  tall  enough 

I  knew,  to  reach  so  high, 

Still,  futilely  I  flung 
My  arms  up  to  the  sky. 

I  wanted  it  so  much! 

Yet  what  was  I  to  do? 
It  would  not  stoop  to  me 

Nor  could  I  climb,  it's  true. 

And  though  I  pondered  long, 
I  found  no  plan,  no  scheme 

To  bridge  the  space  that  lay 
Between  me  and  my  dream. 

Despairingly  I  vowed 

I'd  have  none  else  and  laid 

My  head  upon  my  hands: — 
Lord,  let  me  grow!  I  prayed. 
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Rugged  Faces 

By  Mary  R.  Hartman 

I  love  the  hills  and  mountains, 
The  high  and  rugged  places; 
I  love  that  rugged  element 
In  many  human  faces. 

The  kindly  smile  upon  the  cheek, 
The  furrows  on  the  brow; 
The  lines  about  a  tender  mouth, 
That  come  there  then  and  now. 

It  makes  me  think  of  Lincoln  great, 
So  tender  and  so  kind; 
Yet  stern  when  he  had  need  to  be, — 
A  friend  to  all  mankind. 
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The  Question 

By  Reinhart  L.  Nordness 

Would  that  I  might  softly  enter,  undisturbing  in  my 

tread, 
To  that  Shrine  where  thou  art  thinking,  all  in  silence, 

all  unsaid. 
For  I  fain  would  glimpse  if  treasures  that,  in  fancy,  I 

espied, 
Thou  art  hiding  there,  enticing  me  to  find  them  at 

thy  side. 

From  my  heart  I  sent  love's  greeting,  and  my  lips 

have  breathed  a  prayer 
That  my  life  might  grow,  divinely,   to  be  worthy 

one  so  fair. 
But,  anon,  in  silence  thinking  'til,  anon,  thy  thots 

have  fled, 
Thou   dost   keep   me   still   unknowing,    with   those 

treasured  thots  unsaid. 

Come,  Dear  Heart,  forsake  thy  dreaming;  bring  me 

gems  from  out  thy  shrine, 
And  disclose  to  me  those  secrets  I  have  longed  in  vain 

were  mine: 
Tell  me  truly,  all  forgotten  save  the  question  I  have 

brot — 
Dost  thou  really,  truly,  love  me?   Shall  I  find  what  I 

have  sought? 
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Unc  Petite  Chanson  de  Lamentation 
a  Ma  Mere 

(A  Little  Song  of  Lamentation  to  My  Mother) 

By  Belle  de  Coeur 

Give  me  my  Youth,  and  let  me  play 

I'm  tired  of  the  things  I  do  today. 
Weary  of  being  a  grown-up  girl — 

Take  me  back  to  my  Childhood's  whirl 
Of  sunlit  hours,  of  joys  and  fun, 

And  nothing  finished  that  was  begun 
Let  the  wind  around  me  blow 

And  foolishly  ruffle  my  hair. 
Let  me  sing  and  sing  as  I  go — 

With  never  a  thought  nor  care. 
Just  go  to  bed  at  night  time 

And  sleep  the  silence  thru, 
And  waken  with  the  sunshine 

To  find  a  new  day  and  YOU. 
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A  Mother's  Tear 

By  Anne  Terese  Stommel 

Whence  hast  thou  sprung. 

Oh  tear? 

As  crystal  clear 

Thou  dost  appear, 

Like  dew-drop  on  blue  gentian's  fringe 

Or  coursing  down  the  rose's  cheek 

Of  glowing  tinge. 

Hast  thou  been  born 

Of  pain? 

Or  hast  thou  fain 

With  joy's  full  strain. 

Welled  forth  from  depths  of  ecstasy. 

Like  diamond  pure  from  earth's  deep  breast, 

Transcendently? 

Tell  us  thy  tale. 

Oh,  tear! 

Why  glist'neth  here? 

Dost  bless  or  sear? 

May'st  thou  have  sprung  from  happy  heart, 

A  precious  gem.  beyond  all  price 

Of  busy  mart! 
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My  Creed 

By  Elsie  Conley 

Beauty  is  my  creed, 
From  sordidness  may  I  be  freed; 
Beauty  of  soul  and  beauty  of  face, 
Beauty  of  faith  found  every  place. 

Beauty  in  glen  and  forest  tree. 
Beauty  in  mountain  and  meadow  and  sea. 
Beauty  of  deed  and  active  mind — 
Yes,  beauty  of  every  kind. 

Beauty  of  body,  O!  form  of  grace, 

Down  through  the  ages  love  of  beauty  we  trace; 

The  wise  old  sages  of  Greece — 

Crowned  beauty  the  soul  of  eternal  peace. 
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Messages 

By  Almina  M.  Macy 

When  a  message  on  paper  is  left  at  the  door, 

We  turn  it,  and  ponder  it,  o'er  and  o'er; 

We  scan  it  and  weigh  it,  with  many  a  thought, 

And  feast  on  the  pleasure  the  message  has  brought. 

The  mailman  is  wondering  as  he  goes  by, — 
Has  he  brought  us  a  prize,  or  a  smile,  or  a  sigh? 
What  will  he  bring  when  he  comes  here  again, 
Sorrow  in  sunshine?  Joy  in  the  rain? 

We    return    from    abroad    midst    the    early    spring 

showers. 
And  we  find  at  the  doorstep  the  sweetest  of  flowers, — 
Each  a  message  of  love  that  God  lavishly  flings 
At  our  doors  and  our  hearts  through  the  fragrance  of 

things. 


121 


Recompense 

By  Amy  Forbes  King 

I  knew  you  never  asked  a  worldly  thing — 
And  yet  you  found  so  much  to  make  you  smile. 
I  never  questioned — then — what  I  might  bring 
To  help  you  carry  on  a  longer  while. 

But  now  I  have  to  lift  my  voice  in  prayer. 
Bow  low  my  head  in  agony  and  shame 
To  plead  with  God  to  give  you  standing  there, 
The  things  you  should  have  had  in  my  own  name. 

I  knew  you  never  asked  a  worldly  thing, 
But,  oh,  how  much  you  longed  to  have  me  near. 
You  said  once,  it  was  all  you  ever  wished 
To  have  me  share  the  things  that  you  held  dear. 

Ah,  Father,  take  her  lovely  little  hand, 
And  give  to  her  the  love  she  yearned  from  me, 
That  in  Your  ideal  holiness  she'll  find 
A  recompense  for  all  I  failed  to  be. 
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Mahmed 

By  Mora  L.  Ackerman 

These  words  were  lightly  spoken,  "Please,  Mahmed, 

pray  for  me, 
As  in  the  Delhi  Mosque  you  go,   midst  that  great 

crowd  I  see." 
Like  a  flash  there  came  the  answer,  "Nay,  Sa'b,  it's 

alle  same, 
Mohammed  is  his  prophet,  but  your  God's  is  my 

God's  name," 
Tall  and  lithe  he  stood  there,  straight  as  his  own 

palm  tree, 
With   his  cameo-like   features,   carved   in   bronze  he 

seemed  to  be. 
By  day  he  gave  us  service,  was  interpreter  and  guide, 
By  night  he  warded  danger  off,  slept  by  our  door, 

outside. 
No  other  than  Mohammedan  hand  could  touch  the 

food  he  ate. 
Many  a  weary  mile  he  trod  of  such  food  to  partake. 
And   if  perchance  he  found  no  way  to  keep  those 

tenets  true. 
He  did  without  his  scanty  food,  as  no  Christian's  apt 

to  do. 
His  faithfulness  to  all  his  work  was  absolute  and  true. 
I've  yet  to  find  another  man  more  loyal  through  and 

through. 


123 


y 

Faith 

By  Grace  Evelyn  Brown 

I  do  not  know  when  I  shall  go  on — on. 
Some  pass  like  falling  pink-cupped  buds  in  spring. 
Some  stay  on  to  the  end,  like  forms  that  cling 
After  November's  russet  leaves  are  gone. 
Nor  what  mysterious  gifts  await  me  there, 
Whether  a  meadow  filled  with  asphodel, 
A  milk-white  charger,  or  I  climb  from  hell 
To  Heaven's  minaret  by  golden  stair. 

I  only  know  that  I  have  seen  the  dawn. 

With  rose-cloud  linings,  amethyst,  afloat, 

And  the  young  moon,  a  curved  and  radiant  boat, 

Riding  the  windy  skies  at  early  morn. 

Seeing  such  beauty,  who  could  doubt  the  earth 

Reveals  a  paradise  that  gave  it  birth? 

(Published  in  "The  Kansas  City  Star  Magazine." 
January  23rd,  1927.) 
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The  Faithful  Servant 
By  S.  p.  Koon 

The  Master  sat  with  smiling  face 
And  lifting  high  a  welcome  hand, 
Thus  spoke  to  those  who  loved  his  grace 
And  heeded  well  his  last  command. 

A  weary  path  the  Spirit  led, 
I  soon  was  hungry,  faint  and  sore; 
To  you  I  came  and  begged  for  bread, 
You  kindly  gave  me  this  and  more. 

My  lips  were  parched,  my  throat  was  dry. 
My  thirst  was  great  as  thirst  could  be; 
Of  springs  you  had  a  great  supply 
And  water,  clear  and  cool  for  me. 

I  was  a  stranger,  sore  oppressed, 
I  had  not  where  to  lay  my  head; 
To  you  I  came  and  sought  for  rest 
And  found  a  cheerful  room  and  bed. 

My  clothes  were  ragged,  thin  and  bare. 
The  winter's  blast  had  chilled  me  through 
I  sighed  for  raiment  warm  and  fair. 
The  sweetest  comfort  came  from  you. 

My  feeble  strength  at  length  gave  way, 
Then  sickness  seized  my  mortal  frame; 
I  longed  and  begged  for  friends  each  day, 
You  always  heard,  you  always  came. 

I  was  in  prison  dark  and  cold, 

A  friend  had  proven  false  to  me — 
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Had  sold  me  like  a  slave  for  gold; 
But  you  in  mercy  set  me  free. 

Now  listen  to  your  great  reward, — 
Into  my  Father's  house  above 
Enter,  O  blessed  of  the  Lord; 
There  waits  for  you  a  home  of  love. 
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Peace 

By  Ada  Roe 

When  Father  Time  with  tender  hand 

Draws  the  draperies  of  night, 
He  fastens  them  with  tiny  stars 

Which  shed  a  silver  Hght — 
So  Peace  can  find  the  pathway 

To  the  latch-string  of  the  heart, 
Wherein  she  seeks  a  trysting  place, 

From  all  the  world  apart. 


127 


Religion  J 

By  Ruth  Fenisong 

A  bright  new  church  for  God  they  made 
Of  rosy  brick  and  sturdy  frame. 
Against  its  walls  the  children  played 
A  handball  game. 

The  dear  God  seemed  not  one  whit  riled 
Nor  seared  them  with  a  glance  of  fire. 
I  rather  think  He  must  have  smiled, 
A  still  umpire. 

But  they  who  made  the  church  grew  grim 
And  at  the  playing  children  glared; 
Forbade  them  in  the  name  of  Him. 
As  though  He  cared! 
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The  Builder 

By  Maud  Morrison  Huey 

Across  the  tinsel  of  my  dreams 
Time's  fateful  finger  now  has  traced 
The  tarnish  of  reality. 
And  shall  I  build  of  brick  and  stone, 
Of  darksome  things  that  mock  the  light, 
Or  build  a  phantom  house  of  dreams 
Out  of  the  memory  of  a  dream? 
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Two  Brilliants 

By  Jane  Blakeslee  Richards 

Two  trod  by-ways  of  poesy  one  day, 
And  each  by  chance  a  sparkling  brilliant  found. 
Joyful  they  were  that  fortune  led  their  way 
Along  this  path  of  Art's  enchanted  ground. 

One  brought  his  jewel  where  it  might  engage 
The  eyes  to  note  and  praise  its  rare  design. 
Lustrous  it  lay  upon  the  printed  page, 
A  gleaming  solitaire  from  the  poet's  mine. 

The  other  had  for  human  good  a  dream. 
With  heart  and  brain  afire  he  tireless  wrought 
And  set  his  gem  to  beautify  a  theme 
Of  worth  and  wisdom  from  the  realm  of  thought. 
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Les  Miscrablcs  De  Luxe 

By  Ernest  Hyett 

Beneath  a  democratic  flag 

A  citizen  reposes; 
Most  favored  man  in  all  the  world 

He  fondly  presupposes; 
While  Freedom's  flick'ring  flame  fades  fast 

Unconsciously  he  dozes. 

Early  in  life  identified 

With  some  approved  profession. 
To  Truth  not  overmuch  allied, 

He  joins  that  masked  procession 
Of  men  arrayed  in  shell-rimmed  glasses, 
Who  may  be  either  knaves  or  asses. 

Or  else  becomes  a  unit  in 

Some  monster  aggregation. 
Whose  huge  immensity  impels 

His  own  disintegration; 
And  scarcely  conscious  of  the  shock 
He  daily  pounds  upon  the  clock. 

And  after  years  of  faithful  toil 

He  finds  himself  promoted; 
The  sure  reward  of  those  who  moil 

And  prove  themselves  devoted; 
And  in  that  grand  triumphal  hour 
He  sensed  the  joy  of  human  power. 

Though  he  was  boss  of  just  one  man 

He  felt  the  self-same  thrill 
As  Kaisers.  Kings  and  Despots! 
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When  others  do  their  will; 
And  in  that  silken  net  entwined 
He  sacrificed  the  Free-man's  mind. 

He  saw  himself  in  visions  fair 

Driving  a  limousine, 
In  days  that  'twould  not  make  him  wince 

To  pay  for  gasoline — 
Seared  by  the  squalor  of  "his  niche" 
What  could  he  do  but  "ape"  the  rich? 

Yes! — eagerly  he  clutched  the  bait 

Offered  so  temptingly, 
Unconscious  of  the  hidden  jaws 

That  sought  his  slavery. 
Who  should  have  been  in  Freedom's  van! 
Was  now,  Ye  Gods!  a  shadow-man. 

He  loved,  he  married — bought  insurance — 

A  house,  a  car,  a  lot — 
Till  he  was  loaded  past  endurance! 

So  many  things  he  got; 
And  now  alas!  there  was  no  choice 
But  to  obey  "His  Master's  Voice." 

He  listened  in  as  Patriots  told: 
How  Freedom's  cup  was  full! — 

But,  conscious  of  that  galling  load 
His  reason  whispered:  "Bull"; 

But  openly  he  dared  not  question 

The  truth  of  that  inspired  suggestion. 

And  tho'  yet  in  the  prime  of  life 

He  thought  of  his  last  breath, 
His  corpse  insured — his  will  secured — 

He  oft'  hob-nobbed  with  Death; 
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(Yes! — Here  amid  this  phantom  band 
He  often  sensed  his  Mother-land) . 

The  years  flew  by  so  speedily 
He  knew  not  where  they  went; 

Till  now  at  last  his  sore-taxed  back 
With  weary  age  was  bent; 

And  looking  backward  since  a  boy 

He  scarce  could  view  the  path  with  joy. 

And  now  reclining  in  his  chair, 

No  longer  a  go-getter! 
He  takes  a  philosophic  air: 

"Can  man  do  any  better?" 
A  small  voice  answers:  "Servile  Slave! 
Your  only  hope  lies  in  the  Grave!" 

Perhaps  some  race  of  future  men 
Who  scorn  to  bend  the  knee 

To  privilege  and  pride  of  birth! 
May  somewhat  happier  be; 

But  whining  curs  who  cringe  and  cower 

Can  but  accept  their  evil  hour. 

Perhaps  some  future  race  of  men 
Endowed  with  clearer  brain 

Will  live  and  love  and  labor! 
And  'twill  not  be  in  vain; 

But  till  that  glorious  day  shall  be 

Soft-pedal  me  your  liberty. 
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The  Source* 

By  Isla  Paschal  Richardson 

No  rain  for  weeks  ...  a  burning  sun  .  .  .  scorched 

grass  .   .   . 
And  dust.   .    .   .   And  yet  a  clump  of  zinnias  still 
Unfolding  brilliant  colors  from  their  dry 
Brown  stalks — their  sustenance  a  mystery! 

And  then  one  morn,  when  early  dawn  outlines 

Black  velvet  shadows  with  a  touch  of  grey, 

I  looked  into  the  garden.  Sparkling  dew 

Like  trembling  diamonds  clung  to  every  leaf 

And  withered  stem.  The  zinnias  stood  with  heads 

Uplifted,  drinking  in  the  cool  night  air 

And  dew.  In  vibrant  silence,  storing  strength 

To  meet  the  day.   ...   I  thought  of  One  upon 

A  lonely  mountain-top,  retreating  for 

A  few  brief  hours  from  men,  soul-hungry  throngs 

That  He  must  feed.  .  .  .  "And  he  continued"  (there 

Alone — alone  with  God)    "all  night  in  prayer!" 


*This  poem    received   first  prize  in   a   contest  held   by   the   Tennessee   Federation 
of  Women's  Clubs  held  at  Knoxville.  May  2,    1928. 
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On  Thoughts 

By  Margaret  E.  Hendrickson 

Busy  with  thoughts; 
I'm  busy  all  day. 
Busy  with  thoughts 
Of  what  others  say. 

I  assort  them,  I  stack  them, 
I  arrange  them  in  piles; 
I  discard  some,  I  keep  some, 
I  place  them  in  files. 

In  the  oceans  of  words, 
I  am  seeking  to  find 
The  ever-elusive 
Thoughts  of  mankind. 

Thus,  casting  my  nets, 
I  am  busy  all  day 
Searching  for  thoughts 
That  go  ever  astray. 
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Les  Grand  Allies 
By  Charles  E.  Waterman 

You  want  to  know  how  I  came  t'  be 
Zee  wife  o'  top  sergean'  Comp'ny  C? 
Eet  was  een  zee  ville  Petite  Mailly 
Where  I  leeve  befo'  zee  great  array 
O'  Allemands  march  'cross  zee  Rhine 
To  fight  zee  French  who  lay  behin', 
An'  our  poo'  ville  between  zee  two 
Was  razed,  laid  flat,  zee  old,  zee  new. 
An'  ev'ry  leeving  theeng  was  heed 
Beneath  zee  ru-eens!  Some  were  deed, 
An'  some  were  maimed,  an'  some  were  held 
As  een  a  vice  where  they  were  felled 
Beneath  debris.  Zee  last  was  I. 
I  moaned,  "Mon  Dieu!  Mon  Dieu,"  I  cri' 
"Have  pee-ty  Lord!  Send  succor  down!" 
An'  as  I  moan'  I  saw  peering  roun' 
A  poilu  clad  een  olive  green — 
A  sight  as  glad  as  wren-bird's  sheen. 
An'  he  saw  me  an'  made  a  shout 
When  up  ran  crowds  o'  men  so  stout 
Zey  leefted  off  zee  beams  with  ease 
An'  flung  zee  bricks  agains'  zee  breeze; 
An'  my  goal  doo',  unbarred,  swung  free. 
Down  came  a  han'  to  help,  an'  he 
Of  olive  green  made  joyful  soun', 
Gest-ulated — flung  arms  aroun'. 
I  deed  not  know  what  he  parle, 
But  trusted  I  hees  eyes.  Zey  sai', — 
"Come,  come,  French  girl.  I  weel  be  near; 
Come,  come,  for  you  have  naught  to  fear. 
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So  followed  I  behin'  zee  line 

To  watch  an'  work  through  lagging  time — 

To  work  so  hard  for  poilu  green 

When  rested  he,  an'  when  unseen 

Amid  zee  smoke  o'  war  to  pray. 

Oh,  Holy  Mother,  how  I  pray 

Zat  he  might  pass  through  fiery  hive 

An'  he  come  back  to  me  alive! 

So  followed  I  behin'  zee  line, 

Ready  to  act  at  any  time. 

At  any  theeng;  an'  so  I  flew 

With  hasty  steps  meed  mud  an'  dew 

To  hospital  feeled  wi'  wrecks  o'  storm 

When  shrapnel-shell  tore  up  hees  form, 

To  watch  o'er  heem  through  long,  hot  days, 

To  watch  o'er  heem  through  long  night's  haze. 

An'  when  he  op'ed  hees  eyes  from  pain 

He  saw  me  there  to  urge  to  health  again. 

One  day,  he  gaze  at  fleecy  sky. 

An'  saw  zee  clouds  go  sailing  by, 

An'  say, — 'Trench  girl,  zee  sea  is  wide, 

But  zee  sun  shines  on  z' -other  side! 

Could  you  leave  all  an'  follow  me. 

An'  be  for  aye  my  grand  allie? 

Could  you  leave  kin  an'  la  belle  France, 

An'  cling  to  trail  of  Cupid's  chance?" 

Not  all  was  clear,  but  I  say,  "Oui, 

For  aye  an'  aye  I'll  be  grand  allie!" 

An'  so  one  morn  to  snare  drum's  beat 

We  march  'tween  row  o'  wren-hucd  feet — 

Zee  feet  o'  poilus,  Comp'ny  C — 

Zey  flung  red  roses  fo'  he  an'  me, 

Fell  in  as  guards  to  chaplain's  tent. 
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Zee  chaplain-capitaine  on  duty  bent, 

Een  low  deep  words  said,  "Daughter,  hear! 

Eet's  far  to  zee  country  of  your  dear! 

Can  you  leave  all  to  go  with  heem 

An'  ne'er  regret  zee  old  home  scene?" 

An'  I  tell  heem  zee  story  old, 

Een  my  best  'Mericaine  an'  bold 

Straight  looking  een  the  sergean's  eye, 

"Ah,  where  you  go  zere,  too,  go  I; 

Your  kith  and  kin  shall  be  my  own. 

An'  never  more  I'll  walk  alone!" 

Zee  chaplain  bowed  an'  said,  "Aman!" 

Zee  boys  o'  C  cheered  something  gran'. 

Zee  ban'  for  me  play  zee  Marseillaise, 

But  Amerique  for  Les  Grand  Allies. 
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Anybody's 
By  Alice  Stettiner 

You  dainty  piece  of  bric-a-brac 

With  rosebud  mouth  and  graceful  back 

Fair  velvety  skin  and  eyes  sky  blue 

A  mop  of  curls  of  golden  hue 

Chubby  knees  and  ruby  lips 

Where  one  NECTAR  freely  sips, 

Dimpled  elbows — cheeks  and  wrists 

Two  tiny  little  playful  fists 

A  saucy  PUG — ten  wee  pink  toes 

And  a  speck  of  ivory  that  barely  shows. 

You're  soft  and  warm,  just  made  to  love 

A  ray  of  sunshine  from  above 

Cooing  in  breaths  of  rhythmic  tunc 

Fragrant  as  roses  blooming  in  JUNE 

Your  touch  so  tender — so  sweet  your  smile, 

Your  innocence  and  purity — refreshing — worth  while 

You  precious  live  bundle — attempting  to  walk 

You  adorable  BABE — beginning  to  talk! 


139 


Love  Divine 

By  Isabelle  Noyes 

I 

God  of  our  fathers,  see  the  strife — 
The  agony  of  men,  the  shame — 
The  hearts  that  struggle  on  for  life — 
The  trembling  lips  that  plead  Thy  name: — 
Do  Thou  remember  all  and  yet. 
Let  me  forget — let  me  forget! 

II 

For  others  we  have  held  the  cross, 
With  strength  we  scarce  could  spare, 
And  labored  on  for  gain  or  loss — 
Not  knowing  which,  just  taking  care: — 
Dear  God,  remember  this,  and  yet, 
Let  me  forget — let  me  forget! 

Ill 

A  burden  rests  upon  the  heart: — 
And  loyal  ones  know  most  of  care; — 
Injustice,  friend  from  friend  must  part; — 
That  Gulf  of  Dives — Oh,  beware 
Lest  God  Himself  forsake  thee  there! 
And  yet,  and  yet — let  me  forget! 

IV 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  let  me  forget 

The  sword — the  nails — the  cup  denied! 

Let  me  behold  the  vision  set 

Before  my  face,  Love  Sanctified! 

The  vision  Dante  saw,  divine — 

So  shall  his  dream  of  love  be  mine! 
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The  Teacher 

By  Leslie  Pinckney  Hili^ 

Lord,  who  am  I  to  teach  the  way 
To  little  children  day  by  day, 
So  prone  myself  to  go  astray? 

I  teach  them  KNOWLEDGE,  but  I  know 
How  faint  they  flicker  and  how  low 
The  candles  of  my  knowledge  glow. 

I  teach  them  POWER  to  will  and  do, 

But  only  now  to  learn  anew 

My  own  great  weakness  through  and  through. 

I  teach  them  LOVE  for  all  mankind 
And  all  God's  creatures,  but  I  find 
My  love  comes  lagging  far  behind. 

Lord,  if  their  guide  I  still  must  be, 
Oh  let  the  little  children  see 
The  teacher  leaning  hard  on  Thee. 
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"The  Spell" 

By  Rudolph  N.  Hill 

Like  some  dim  echo  of  the  pristine  sea, 
Far  borne  through  corridors  of  ages  gone, 
A  touch  of  dreamless  beauty  comes  to  me, 
And  love,  half  clinging  to  the  age  of  dawn — 
A  haunting,  rapturous  thing  that  casts  a  spell 
As  deeply  mystical  as  verse  of  stars; 
That  breathes  the  music  of  a  singing  shell 
Beyond  a  thousand  soul  sought,  soundless  bars — 
For,  in  this  dimly  lighted  scheme  of  things. 
As  in  some  ancient  castle  hall  whose  light 
Reveals  but  two  dark  windows,  our  soul  wings 
Its  way  from  whence  to  where  in  endless  flight? 
And  surely  love  is  that  fair  flame  that  lures 
Within,  and  past  the  darkness  which  endures! 
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Artists 

By  Alice  Stettiner 

Whether  he  perfectly  paints  a  MADONNA'S  face 

On  his  homely  canvas  of  cloth; 

Or  with  fine  threads  weaves  filmy  lace, 

Sheer  as  the  wings  of  a  moth; 

Or  grows  choice  fruits,  or  flowers  rare. 

Universally  acknowledged  the  best; 

Or  of  EFFICIENCY  can  claim  full  share, 

Or  accurately  solve  any  test; 

If  he  can  drape  a  length  of  satin 

To  catch  the  fastidious  eye; 

If  HE'S  proficient  in  GREEK  or  LATIN 

Or  ACE  of  the  heroes  who  fly; 

If  he  ably  appeases  a  GOURMAND'S  demands 

By  tickling  a  palate  exacting; 

Or  moulds  his  clay  in  a  way  that  outstands. 

Or  is  STAR  of  the  stage  while  he's  acting; 

If  he  discovers  the  pole  in  an  unknown  land. 

Or  engineers  a  bridge  in  construction; 

A  MAGICIAN  who  bafiles  in  sleight  of  hand. 

Or  inventor  of  a  process  by  suction; 

A  WEBSTER  or   ROOSEVELT,   MARCONI   or 

REVERE. 
COLUMBUS.  CARUSO.  CHAPLIN  or  BOOTH. 
EDISON.  CHOPIN,  SOUSA.  SHAKESPEARE. 
CURIE.  FRANKLIN,  PERSHING  or  RUTH. 
Or  anyone  who  ably  masters  his  calling. 
In  a  way  no  one  can  surpass, — 
Who  scales  his  ladder  to  the  top  without  falling 
Is  an  ARTIST  of  distinction  and  class. 
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The  Old  Gray  Clock 

By  Harriett  Grace  McIntosh 

Old  Gray  Clock  upon  the  wall, 

Softly  tick  the  moments 

As  they  fly  away 

Upon  the  running  sands  of  time. 

Gone:  whither  is  a  mystery; 

Taking  us  forth  to  an  unknown  destiny. 

Where?  For  what? 

Can  you  foretell? 

You  tick,  tick,  tock. 

But  divulge  nothing  but  the  numerals 

On  your  scarred  up  face, 

As  your  weazened  black  hands 

Slowly  crawl  around  the  dial 

At  a  snail's  pace. 

Ticking  the  moments  that  roll  into  hours, 

And  spray  us  with  experiences 

That  change  like  patterns  in  the  clouds. 

Curiously,  I  wonder  at  your  placidity — 

As  you  tick,  tick,  tock; 

Your  calm  acceptance  of  life  as  it  is, 

Soothes  my  restless  spirit  a  lot: 

As  I  list  to  your  rhythmic 

Tick,  tick,  tock. 

You  neither  expose  my  secrets. 

Nor  reveal  the  future's  plan; 

So  impatiently  I  wait  as  time  goes  by — 

And  always — I  list  to  your  tick  tock  lullabye. 

Hoping  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  whisper 

Of  the  knowledge  that  you  must  know; 
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For  you've  hung  on  the  wall  these  many  years, 
And  looked  down  upon  friend  and  foe. 
But  I  guess  you  were  only  made  to  be  a  clock, 
To  convey  the  time — fell  to  your  lot; 
And  tick  the  present  moments 
As  they  fly  into  your  face, 
And  out — into  eternal  space. 
Tick,  tick,  tock: — Old  Gray  Clock. 
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Subway 

By  Mary  High  Gladding 

She  wore  three  bracelets  that  had  once  had  stones 
twinkling  hotly — 
red  stars  in  celluloid — 
now  partly  gone  to  limbo 
and  the  rest 

sullen  at  being  left — expected  even 
to  flash 

against  a  background  of  a  bargain  basement's  tawdri- 
ness. 

A  green  tail  feather  drooping  .  .  ,  drooping  .  .  . 

unable  to  stand  perkily  and  proud 

above  the  moon  that  had  been  crescented 

in  Ireland — 

full-grown — rounded — a  pudding  with  a  pair  of  eyes 

like  sapphire  plums. 

Run-over  heels  .  .  .  frayed  cuffs  .  .  . 

The  snob  that  lords  it  over  Appian  Ways 

of  modern  Rome — his  rubber  heels 

bearing  his  majesty  up  this  aisle — down  that — 

amidst  the  serried  counters  of  the  Five  and  Ten. 

Powder  puffs  .  .  .  fingers  with  pointed  nails 

brittlcd  like  claws — slapping  on  powder 

to  buried  noses — ghastly  peaks 

that  rear  their  whiteness  like  grotesque  tombstones 

from  out  a  sallow  plot. 

Gum-chewers  .  .  .  morons  .  .  . 
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Toughness  and  simpering  sillies  that  expect 
a  pick-up  to  be  interested 
in  them — alone! 

In  and  out  .  .  .  stations  .  .  .  stations  .  .  . 

shifting  .  .  .  shifting  .  .  . 

yet 

ever  en  masse  the  same — 

humanity 

leveled  off  like  a  brimming  measure 

with  the  back  of  a  case-knife — 

too  blunt  to  kill. 
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My  Alter  Ego 
By  Jeannette  Eugenie  Gushing 

I  took  my  soul,  and  walked  the  wide  world  thru. 

Into  the  noisy  haunts  of  life,  and  cruel  men, 

Trying  to  mingle  with  the  throng  again, 

As  once  upon  a  time  we  used  to  do. 

My  soul  cried  out  in  fright,  and  mortal  pain, 

"I  prithee,  let  me  but  once  more  regain 

Those  cloistered  walls  I  once  thought  dark  and  grey. 

I  cannot  bear  the  gibes  of  men  and  the  glare  of  day. 

Unused  am  I  to  the  loud  market  place, 

Unfitted  I, — to  enter  the  vain  race 

For  fortune's  prize  and  for  elusive  fame. 

I  am  a  spirit — pensive,  wild  and  shy; 

Aloofly  reticent,  I  can  only  die. 

Unless  you  give  me  back  the  wind  and  evening  sky." 

Sadly,  I  knelt  beside  her  on  the  ground 

Eager  to  listen,  if  perchance  another  sound 

I  yet  might  hear.  A  change  came  o'er  her  face, 

Her  fainting  spirit,  so  full  of  olden  grace. 

Faded,  before  my  promises  could  reach  her  ear; 

And  I  was  left  alone — no  more  I  hear 

Her  whisper,  when  the  stars  shine  o'er  my  head. 

Forlorn,  I  wander,  for  my  other  self  is  dead. 
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Farewell  to  the  Pilgrims 

By  Th.  M.  Bakke 

Blue  is  the  sea  below  you. 

Blue  is  the  sky  above. 
Peace  is  the  word  we  owe  you, 

Friends  and  the  sails  we  love. 

Glide  to  enchanting  havens, 
Freedom  and  peace  to  find! 

We  with  the  wrens  and  ravens 
Linger  at  home  behind. 

Never  may  fate  ill-treat  you! 

Ever  may  God  be  nigh! 
We  in  the  sunset  meet  you, 

Winged  with  prayer.  Goodbye! 
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The  Dance 

(To  V.  K.) 

By  David  Nash 

"On  with  the  dance!"  and  the  orchestra  played. 
Onto  the  floor  couples  glided  and  swayed. 
Pivot  and  spin.  Then  away  as  on  wings. 
Slow  now  the  step  while  the  violin  sings. 
Orchestra!  Revelry!  Symphonic  bliss! 
"On  with  the  dance!"  May  it  ever  be  this! 
Melody!  Clarinet!  Tempo  gavotte! 
Why  think  of  sorrows  and  things  that  arc  not? 

Solo!  The  trumpeter!  Spotlight — and  then 
Silv'ry  tattoo  like  the  sunlight  on  rain; 
Silv'ry  tattoo  like  the  twinkle  of  stars: 
Beauty  of  Venus  and  brilliance  of  Mars  .   .   . 
Somebody  whispers  and  wonders  just  why 
Dances  and  music  and  starlight  must  die. 
Cymbal!  and  tom-tom — a  Cairo  street 
Comes  to  the  mind  'mid  the  stamping  of  feet. 

Rhythm  of  cymbals  and  pulses  and  drums, 
Rhythm  that  livens  and  rhythm  that  numbs, 
Rhythm  that  maddens  the  blood  as  rich  wine. 
Rhythm  celestial  and  rhythm  divine! 
Then  like  the  hush  o'er  a  Galilee  hill, 
Tom-toms  are  silent  and  cymbals  are  still. 
Waltzing  to  whispering  notes  of  the  flute. 
Deaf  to  all  else  are  the  dancers,  and  mute. 

Deaf  to  all  else  but  the  unspoken  peace; 

Prayers  in  their  hearts  that  the  dance  might  not  cease. 

But,  like  the  starlight,  and  too,  like  the  rain, 
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Dances  must  end,  nor  the  dancers  remain. 
Lovers  must  part,  and  the  music  must  fade; 
Song  is  forgotten,  and  memories  made   .   .   . 
Mem'ries  of  dreams  that  arc  born  of  a  dance: 
Music,  and  laughter,  and  Beauty's  romance. 

But  though  the  music  be  faded  away. 
Out  of  the  stillness  a  voice  seems  to  say, 
"On,  ever  on  with  the  dance,  O  my  Heart! 
Life  is  a  highway  and  Love  is  a  mart. 
Pass  it  not  by  as  you  dance  on  your  way; 
Dreams  will  buy  kisses,  and  kisses  are  gay   . 
Orchestra!   Revelry!   Symphonic  bliss! 
On  with  the  dance!  May  it  ever  be  this!" 
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Sonnet 

(On  Hearing  Sergei  Rachmaninoff) 

By  Martha  Sparrow  Mettenet 

O,  magic  moments  when  I  hear  you  play 

The  waltz  in  A  flat  minor;  what  a  sound 

Of  silver  bells  a-tinklc  at  the  May 

And  fairies  dancing  on  the  moon-lit  ground. 

Such  lilting  melody  is  hard  to  bear, 

Unless  the  over-charge  from  heart  and  eye 

Can  loose  itself  and  flow  without  a  care, 

Thus  letting  all  one's  mortal  longings  die. 

Run  on  fair  dance  in  measures  musical, 

Your  motive  like  a  woven  tapestry, 

Is  garlanded  with  beauty  rhythmical. 

And  etched  with  moonlight  of  rare  tracery. 

Sweet  swelling  sounds,  with  harmonies  replete, 

This  hour  of  music  is  a  gracious  treat. 
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Eternity 

By  Grace  Griswold  Bisby 

Enough  for  me  to  realize 
That  after  Death  shall  close  my  eyes 
In  silent  rest,  my  human  form 
By  lover,  friend,  no  longer  pressed, 
I  shall,  one  day,  to  life  resurge 
In  verdant  vine  or  way-side  flower. 
In  flaunting  poppy,  violet  coy, 
Or  cooling,  shady  bower. 

What  more  to  crave  than  rise  again 
In  petaled  fragrance,  mantled  fair; 
My  essence  lend  to  ripening  fruit 
That  tangs  and  mellows  in  the  air? 

The  scent,  the  lure,  the  bloom  of  me 
May  nectar  give  to  honey-bee; 
Or,  on  my  branch,  a  warbler's  quest 
May  find  a  shelter  for  her  nest. 

And  if,  perchance,  a  noisome  weed, 
A  bitter  herb,  or  thistle  dart 
Should  from  my  dust  the  land  disturb 
By  some  profane,  alchemic  art, 
'Twill  be  but  evil  cropping  out, 
The  vile  of  me,  again  about. 

Immortal,  I.  My  tendrils  reach 
To  future  growth.  A  pleasing  thought; 
In  something  that  endures,  that  is. 
My  ego  shall  be  aptly  wrought. 

Eternal,  I.  Forever  more 
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My  energy  shall  reappear 

In  some  delight,  or  ugly  sore, 

In  some  place,  far  or  near; 

My  being,  Phoenix-like,  shall  rise 

From  earth's  dear  pillow,  old  and  warm, 

To  verdure  smiling  to  the  skies. 

To  some  live  thing  to  breast  the  storm. 

Immortal,  I.  My  cycle  runs 

As  long  as  planets  move  or  change; 

Appearing  ever,  never  lost. 

Through  deathless  Time's  eternal  range. 
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Supplication 
By  Mary  Putnam  Gilmore 

Thou  God  of  Right 

To  Whom  the  darkness  is  as  day, 

Show  us  the  Light! 

Our  groping  souls  would  find  Thy  way — 

Shine  through  our  night! 

We  only  seek 

To  do  Thy  will — to  vanquish  wrong. 

Lord,  to  us  speak! 

And  in  Thy  strength,  oh,  make  us  strong 

To  save  the  weak! 

(Published  in  "The  Christian  Register"  during 
the  World  War,  March  21.  1918) 
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Gifts 

By  Lillian  M.  Hagar 

I  ask  not  your  silver,  I  want  not  your  gold, 

Nor  treasures,  nor  jewels,  they're  worthless  and  cold. 

I  ask  not  for  fame,  'tis  a  senseless  gift. 

Like  the  sea-waves  fleeting,  with  many  a  rift. 

I  ask  not  for  mansions  with  spacious  ground, 
"Things  bring  not  happiness,"  is  wisdom  profound. 

I  ask  only  sight,  and  vision  to  see. 
The  bursting  buds,  the  industrious  bee. 

I  ask  only  hearing,  and  discernment  to  hear. 
The  earth's  'wakening  whisper,   the  birds  caroling 
near. 

I  ask  only  knowledge,  and  wisdom  to  know. 
The  "why"  of  things,  unseen  and  that  grow. 
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Smoke 

By  Lenard  M.  Bazell 

Wild  fantasies  of  blissful  peace  perturb  my  soul. 

My  heart  is  pregnant  with  yearning  desires 

For  that  Utopia  of  understanding  minds. 

That  consciousness  of  what  one  can  give, 

And  of  what  one  may  take. 

Ah,  then  there  would  be  love  and  good  fellowship. 

No  fear  of  brethren. 

An  end  to  misery. 

An  end  to  lust  and  greed. 

An  end  to  war  for  lives. 

'Twould  be  a  fitting  conclusion  to  the  shuffling  gait 

Of  prostitutes  on  hard  pavements. 

O,  those  cruel,  hard  pavements, 

And  worn-down  heels. 

There  would  be  food  for  the  hungry. 

And  water  for  them  who  thirst. 

Green  grass,  on  which  to  lie  and  smoke  cigarettes, 

Reading  Schnitzler  or  Ibsen. 

He,  in  his  intrinsic  excellence  for  all  things  good, 

Would  send  soft  rain  and  consoling  sunshine, 

Even  without  prayers  and  candles  in  worship. 

But  we  must  not  lie  and  smoke. 

Art?  For  artists. 

Beauty?  For  ecstatic  idiots. 

Oh,  but  let  me  dream. 
What  a  day! 
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The  Whisp'ring  Wind 

By  Grover  Thomas  Somers 

You  ask  me  why  there's  no  return 

O'er  roads  and  lanes — familiar  miles — 

And  why  the  barque  will  ever  yearn 
Toward  the  banks  of  other  isles? 

The  Whisp'ring  Wind  bids  onward  go 
O'er  fields  and  valleys — rivers  wide — 

To  learn  to  listen  and  to  know 

The  language  of  the  stream  and  tide! 

From  warbling  of  the  birds  above, 
Or  babbling  of  the  brooks  below. 

Though  lesser  be  the  lands  you  love, 
The  Whisp'ring  Wind  bids  onward  go! 

Ah,  when  you  are  with  readings  done — 
And  nothing  more  of  lessons  learn, 

In  morn  or  noon  or  ev'ning  sun — 
Put  on  the  power  and  pages  turn! 

Turn  ever  off  the  candles  dim 

And  journey  o'er  the  lighted  way, 

Toward  the  blazed  horizon's  rim 
And  bask  awhile  in  sunbeam  spray! 

O'er  mountains  high  and  valleys  low, 
And  into  fields  and  forests  wide, 

Nor  hesitate — nor  fast  nor  slow — 

Where  Nature  doth  Her  wealth  provide: 

Chase  phantoms  few,  if  chase  you  must. 
In  caverns  old — or  in  the  mind — 
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And  draw  aside  the  dreams  and  dust 
To  welcome  you  the  Whisp'ring  Wind! 

And  where  She  bids,  obedience  show, 
Fore'er  'twill  make  you  more  inclin'd 

To  deeper  draughts — Ah,  even  so — 
The  e'er  recurrent  Whisp'ring  Wind! 
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Shadows 
By  Isabel  R.  Boyer 

Last  night,  the  shadows  dark'ning  in  my  room, 

I  sat  before  an  open  fire  and  mused. 

(Such  thoughts  go  swirling  through  one's  head 

As  twilight  flies! 

Why  is  it  that  a  shadow  brings  regret? 

Is  it  that  we  are  minded  of  a  once  bright  life, 

Cast  over  by  the  gloom  of  grave  mistakes, 

Or,  does  a  shadow,  falling  on  the  wall. 

Suggest  an  end  of  that  which  glows  and  lives?) 

And,  musing  there,  old  memories,  long  thought  dead. 

Revived  themselves,  and  building,  link  by  link. 

Became  as  living  things  within  the  room. 

To  bless  or  taunt  me  at  their  swaying  wills. 

And,  moving  down  the  vista  of  the  years, 

I  seemed  to  see  again  an  aged  face, 

Framed  in  by  glistening  strands  of  snowy  hair — 

A  mother's  face,  that  I  had  all  too  long, 

Left  buried  with  the  dreams  of  yesteryear. 

I  turned  my  eyes  to  where  the  firelight  threw 

Its  radiance  on  the  tiles  about  the  hearth, 

And  saw  a  smile  of  love  light  up  that  face, 

And  I  remembered,  then,  a  kindly  thing 

That  I  had  done — a  word  in  sweetness  spoken. 

In  deep  appreciation  of  that  love. 

A  time  when  I  was  happy  in  success 

And  did  not  spare  the  kindness  that  I  felt 

Because  of  that. 

The  log  gleamed  red  and  satisfaction  grew. 

In  recollection  of  that  treasured  hour 
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I  closed  my  eyes  to  carefully  imprint 

Those  features  in  the  gallery  of  my  mind, 

And  oped  them  on  a  charred  and  fallen  log 

That  left  it  dark  where,  but  a  moment  since, 

A  light  had  glowed,  reflecting  cheery  rays 

To  warm  the  cold  recesses  of  my  heart. 

From  out  the  shades  it  marked  upon  the  floor, 

There  rose  a  vision  of  the  same  sweet  face; 

But  missing  was  the  smile,  and  in  its  stead, 

A  sadness  slowly  settled  and  the  eyes 

Seemed  dimmed  as  by  a  haze  of  hidden  tears. 

My  mind  stole  back  to  days  when  failure  came 

To  brand  me  for  its  victim — sad  estate 

Brought  into  being  through  rebellious  pride. 

Nor  marked  by  influence  other  than  my  own, 

But  fructifying  that  which  took  away 

Due  recognition  of  true  sympathy, 

And  leaving  that  which  selfishly  begot 

The  sadness  that  the  shadows  emphasized. 

("Oh,  Ghosts  of  Light,"  I  cried,  "Stay  yet  awhile 

That  I  may  expiate  in  soul-lashed  grief 

The  hideous  truths  your  shades  of  darkness  bring 

From  out  the  corners  of  a  thoughtless  past.") 

But  cowardice  is  dormantly  alive 

Within  the  human  breast  and  bids  the  creature  flee 

From  that  which  makes  for  solemn  retrospection 

Which  brings  contrition.  We  would  fain  seek  out 

The  brightness  and  the  glamour  of  the  light. 

I  knelt  to  stir  the  remnants  of  the  hearth-log 

To  glow  again  with  happier  reminiscence. 

But  ere  my  hand  had  turned  the  dimming  embers, 

There  rose  a  figure  I  had  known  of  yore, 

And  knowing,  had  contemned  as  crude  and  gross. 
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A  day  when  I  had  shunned  that  callow  presence 
Seemed  but  as  yesterday,  the  while  I  pondered, 
And  all  too  well  recurred  that  sense  remorseful, 
When  later  I  had  hurried  down  the  street. 
And  there  beheld  the  figure  I  had  slighted. 
Bent  low  in  kindness  o'er  a  wounded  dog. 
The  coarse  hand  binding  up  with  meagre  fragments 
Of  a  worn  cravat,  the  torn  and  bleeding  paw. 


So  once  the  soul  was  probed  with  sore  emotion. 
There  rushed  before  my  eyes,  in  bold  relief, 
Such  mocking  incidents  from  days  departed, 
As  seared  themselves  like  brands  upon  the  heart. 
A  loved  one  speeding  home  as  day  was  waning. 
With  buoyant  step  and  greeting  gay  and  eager. 
Had  met  with  bitter,  unresponsive  mood — 
(The  day  had  brought  such  lack  of  approbation 
For  efforts  made  in  fields  apart  from  duty. 
As  to  produce  an  acrid  sentiment. 
That  walled  about  with  mien,  unkind,  repellent, 
The  love  that  should  have  warmly  welcomed  love.) 
I  rose  to  stand  with  head  bowed  low  in  sorrow. 
And  eyes  that  saw  but  dimly  as  they  gazed 
Into  the  fire  that  snapped  and  grew  relucent — 
A  teasing  spectre,  poignantly  converse. 
I  tried,  with  sweeter  mem'ry,  to  oppugn  the  picture, 
But  spite  of  self,  there  visioned  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  changing  look  that  crept  about  that  visage 
As  slowly  turned  the  figure  from  the  room. 
But  not  before  a  parcel  tied  most  gaily. 
And  placed  upon  my  chair,  had  caught  my  eye. 
To  bear  a  quick  reminder — and  how  pungent — 
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That  once  again  had  Father  Time  encircled 

The  clock  of  years  and  brought  my  birthday  round. 

"Oh,  firelight,  shadows,  crackling  glowing  embers, 
What  things  you  seem  to  know,  what  pictures  paint! 
Far  out  beyond  my  call  is  there  a  fireside, 
And  do  they  know,  who  cluster  thereabout. 
Such  saddening  memories  that  are  mine  tonight? 
Oh,  may  they  find  among  their  shades  and  shadows, 
One  gleam  of  warmth  that  grew  to  being  here, 
Within  my  heart,  and  leapt  to  meet  its  kindred, 
And    mingling    there    with    glows    from    out    their 

hearth-stone. 
Conveys  a  note  love-laden  and  repentant. 
And  may  it  nurture  there  a  beam  of  pardon, 
That  I  may  know  at  last  that  wondrous  message. 
Of  Peace  on  Earth  Good  Will  to  every  Man." 
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Life's  Mystery  , 

By  Sheldon  Darling  ^ 


On  yonder  hillside  grows  a  single  flower 
And  in  the  darkness  blooms  at  midnight  hour. 
If  to  unfold  its  secret  I  were  fit, 
I'd  find  the  universe  inside  of  it, 

A  human  soul  in  ignorance  and  pain 

Forth  came,  toiled,  sweated,  grieved  and  went  again. 

Could  I  its  Hither  and  its  Thither  see, 

Life  would  no  more  a  riddle  be  to  me. 

And  wandering  here,  could  I  but  apprehend 
The  potent  agencies  that  it  attend. 
That  out  of  Chaos  thought  it  into  life 
That  hovers  o'er  it  through  this  jagged  strife, 

I'd  know  that  unto  mystery  beyond 

With  care  parental  and  affection  fond 

He'll  lead  till  Death  at  last  to  Life  awakes. — 

This  Father-God  no  mortal  e'er  forsakes. 

Mayhap  some  verbal  quibbler  turns  the  line 
To  say  man  may  forsake  this  love  divine. 
'Twere  better  far  to  have  no  God  at  all — 
Than  one  weighed  down  by  "finites"  in  a  fall. 

He,  who  in  fire  and  devil  must  believe 
In  order  to  a  just-like  God  conceive, — 
In  thought  and  practice  equally  unwell. 
Has  heaven  possible,  a  certain  hell. 

Is  this  not  logic  in  large  letters  writ 
Or  pregnant  with  a  syllogistic  wit? 
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But  certes  there's  a  language  of  the  soul 
That  substantive  and  verb  can  ne'er  control. 

Imagination  soars  beyond  the  ken 

Of  any  mathematic  there  or  then; 

And  Faith — her  realm — there  reigns  a  law  sublime 

Nor  chiseled  nor  curtailed  with  tools  of  time. 

Her  wings  outgo,  swing  upward  and  o'erlook 
A  creed,  a  dogma,  rite,  or  written  book. 
All  are  but  transient  servants  of  her  own 
That  come  and  go,  and  later  leave  alone. 

And  if  the  heart  of  the  Divine  grieved  not 
For  human  wailings  in  the  endless  lot 
Of  those  to  everlasting  pain  consigned, 
Remorse,  despair,  and  agony  of  mind, — 

But  sitting  on  His  throne  ineffable 
Cannot  the  inharmonious  e'er  annul — 
This  picture  of  a  super-arithropos 
But  coins  the  good  to  emphasize  the  loss. 
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Shakespeare 

By  Edward  L.  Pontz 

I 

Thou  livest  still:  some  modicum  of  time 
A  changing  vestment  chafed  thy  sprite  august; 
Cabined  and  cramped  thy  gesture;  'twas  the  lime 
That  mires  the  lark:  thou  canst  not  change  to  dust. 

Thy  Song  is  thou:  a  moment  things  are  things, 
And  then  are  memories;  what  breathing  form 
To  me  is  real  as  thy  voice  that  sings 
Unfading  wisdom,  beauty,  shine  and  storm? 

Thy  Thought  is  thou:  and  if  the  body  gross 
'Gainst  sublimated  mind  is  valued  not. 
What  friends  to  me,  how  actual  and  close. 
The  changeless  children  of  thy  fancy  got! 

The  time-ghosts  pass;  thine  altar's  blazes  fill 
A  pensive  world  with  light:  thou  livest  still. 

II 

One  needs  thy  art  for  thine  own  art's  expounding; 
One  needs  thy  tongue  to  tongue  thy  proper  praise: 
Thy  tongue  and  art  flame  forth  so  high  astounding. 
Thy  votaries  can  only  gape  and  gaze. 

The  wizardry  of  thy  imagination 
Could  play  the  light  upon  thy  creatures  best: 
Project  fat  laughter,  heart-sick  contemplation. 
Black  jealousy,  mad  dotage,  and  the  rest. 

Showman  supreme  of  magic  show  and  human; 
Of  glade  enchanted,  market,  palace,  war; 
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How  deft  thy  wand  o'er  fairy,  love  and  woman! 
How  thou  canst  twirl  a  flower,  king  or  star! 

Thy  stature  and  thy  span  now  loom  so  great, 
None  but  thyself  thyself  could  valuate. 
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To  Edgar  Allan  Poc 

By  Howard  Elsmere  Fuller 

Thou  art  a  thing  of  Death — 
Born  of  the  love  of  Life, 
Born  of  the  love  of  Life-in-Death.   .   .   . 

Denizen  of  a  world  which  hath  no  name, 

Which  hath  no  being  out  of  Mind — 

Far-flung,  with  the  mad  ecstasy  of  youth. 

To  the  Attic  hills  where  Pan  first  sang 

To  a  dew-drenched  world 

The  amorous  strains  of  Creation. 

Above,  in  the  star-tossed  main. 

Thou  must  have  sat, 

In  the  cool  grey  dawn  of  things 

And  watched  with  knowing  Messianic  eye 

The  swirling  mists  of  chaos 

Stiffen  into  a  world  profane. 

With  a  haunting,  dreamy  sadness 

Is  bared  thy  cryptic  soul ; 
With  a  rhythmic  rune  of  madness. 

Thy  melancholy  soul. 

Sea  things  with  seaweed  hair 

And  faces  blanched  with  pale-eyed  Death 

Sleep  on  the  motley  sands — 

The  crested  wave  of  the  sobbing  sea 

Hath  lapped  their  blood  like  wine. 

Draped  in  whispering  robes  of  satin. 

There  dream  in  weird,  fantastic  chambers. 

Maidens  with  waxen  faces,  fragile  fingers, 
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Drained  of  life  by  hectic  living 
In  mansions,  grim  and  sunless. 

World-old  newness  exotic 

To  this  sordid  clime 
Sprang  to  thy  lips  erotic 

And  flowed  like  ruby  wine. 

Sweet  gamboler  in  the  dewy  gardens 
Of  jeweled  Paradise, 
Where  ruddy  roses  ebb  and  flow 
In  the  cheeks  of  sylph-like  children. 
Elves,  in  their  amours  sweet  with  thee 
Fresh  with  the  matin  dews  of  time, 
Whisper  to  thee  things  unknown 
To  the  sodden  soul  of  man. 

Demons,  ghastly,  foul  and  gory 

Infest  the  Stygian  gloom. 
Spectres,  grim  and  grey  and  hoary 

Come  shrieking  from  the  tomb — 

Come  shrieking  from  mouldering  mausolea, 
Whence  vague  shadows  of  the  uneasy  dead, 
Eluding  Cerberus,  the  red-eyed  watcher, 
Fare  forth  on  the  sable  wings  of  night 
Peopling  the  sentient  blackness 
With  ghoulish  wraiths  of  terror. 

Tears  unceasing,  bitter  sorrow 
Hath  seared  thy  lonely  years — 

The  leprous  touch  of  sorrow, 
The  agony  of  tears. 

The  love  of  woman  was  to  thee 
Divinest  torture  of  the  soul. 
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Radiant  life  was  but  to  thee 
The  sad  betokening  of  death. 

Soft  as  the  sighs  of  Eros 
Is  the  music  of  thy  pain, 

Sweet  as  the  breath  of  Zephyr, 
Fresh  as  the  cooUng  rain. 

Pilgrims  journey  far  to  mourn  thee 
As  they  would  a  thing  divine, 

And  they  that  sought  to  scorn  thee 
Pay  thee  homage  at  thy  shrine. 
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The  Heart  That's  Young  to 

Love  Hath  Yold 

By  W.  H.  TouRJ^E 

Youth 
Youth  is  young  and  Age  is  old! 

Age 
So  we're  told. 

Youth 
Youth  is  hot  and  Age  is  cold! 

Age 
Some  so  hold — 
Like  a  dirge  that's  doled. 

Youth 
Life  has  truths  that  are  manifold, 
And  one  great  truth  I  now  unfold: 

Joy  and  mirth  have  Youth  enrolled; 
Gloom  and  death  do  Age  enfold! 

Voice 
Ye  do  but  scold — 
The  heart  that's  young,  to  Love  hath  yold 

Only  he  is  young  whose  love  is  bold; 
Only  he  is  old  whose  love  doth  mold. 

To  love  to  love,  is  finer  than  gold; 

To  love  is  to  live!  long  be  Love's  wold. 
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Just  Between  Friends 

By  De  France 

Perhaps  you  are  right,  dear, 
When  you  say  I  am  good. 

But  how  surprised  you'd  be 
If  you  but  understood. 

Too  ill  to  fight  or  care, 
So  terribly  quiet  you  lay 

When  stalked  by  cruel  death 
That  awful,  awful  day. 

If  you'd  only  be  spared, 
I  made  a  vow  to  One, 

How  gentle  I  would  be; 

How  good  I  would  become. 

And  now  you  wonder,  dear. 
Why  I  am  now  so  good 

But  how  surprised  you'd  be 
If  you  but  understood. 
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Waiting  on  the  Quay 

By  Eva  Hammond  Churchill 

Known  you  before?  Yes,  aeons  we  have  known 

Each  other,  worshipped,  wept,  laughed, — if  we  could 

Recall  th'  events.  Maybe  with  masks  of  wood 

We  played  in  Attic  city;  or  in  stone 

We  watched  an  obelisk  take  form;  or  prone 

We  stammered  prayers  to  Buddha  for  our  good; 

Or  at  the  Crucifixion  met  and  stood 

And  suffered,  wild  hearts  withering  without  moan. 

Last  night  we  met,  you  pale  and  silent;  I 
Calm,  waiting  for  th'  ascending  tide;  and  mine 
To  know  and  yours  to  know,  as  eye  held  eye, 
The  world's  eternal  beauty  by  a  sign 
Obscure  but  sure.  Against  the  ancient  sky 
Glanced  modern  lights  in  geometric  line. 
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Misogyny 

By  Daniel  Gordon 

A  woman  is  a  wondrous  being, 
God's  beneficent  gift  to  man. 
A  solace,  comfort,  passion  flower 
In  dreams. 

In  life 

God  curse  them  all! 
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The  Weaver  of  Dreams 
By  Marjorie  Kahl 

The  Weaver  of  Dreams  is  a  gay  little  man 

With  a  coat  of  the  brightest  hue. 
And  he  sings  as  he  weaves  with  the  beams  of  light 

Gay  dreams  for  me  and  you. 

His  rough  brown  face  is  wreathed  with  smiles 

As  he  bends  o'er  his  endless  task, 
For  long  and  gay  as  a  sunny  day 

Are  the  dreams  the  mortals  ask. 

I  crept  to  the  hut  of  the  weaver  one  day 

And  sat  watching  the  dreams  as  they  grew. 

And  I  asked  him  if  I  might  learn  his  trade. 
His  fingers  nimbly  flew. 

And  he  said,  "If  you'll  ride  with  the  sun  at  dawn 

And  gather  his  dyes,  and  then 
Catch  dew  and  the  early  songs  of  birds 

Before  the  waking  of  men; 

"The  careless  laughter  of  fountain  and  brook, 

The  sheen  of  a  butterfly's  wing. 
The  blue  of  the  sky  with  clouds  floating  by. 

And  many  a  fairy  ring; 

"And  weave  them  in  intricate  patterns  of  light 

With  color,  and  love,  and  song. 
Then  a  weaver  of  dreams  you  may  surely  be 

A-weaving  the  whole  day  long. 

"For  the  mortals  beg  for  a  shimmery  dream 

To  lead  them  away  from  living; 
And  a  spinner  of  fancies  and  weaver  of  dreams 

Finds  infinite  joy  in  the  giving." 
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Berenice 

By  Frances  Fuerst  Quick 

Such  silly  things  my  Baby  sneaks  to  bed. 
Sometimes  a  dolly  or  a  crust  of  bread 
Sometimes  a  pencil  with  a  blunty  trend 
Tonight  Dad's  hammer  at  the  hammock's  end. 

Such  funny  thoughts  must  flit  about  all  night 
From  busy  brain  to  active  fingers  tight 
Clasping  a  book  of  storied  fairy  ream, — 
"Oh  mother,  leave  it — 'cause  it  helps  me  dream!" 

So,   sadly,   we — between   sweet  childhood   and  our 

Rest — 
Clasping  our  old  illusions  to  our  breast. 
Just  as  my  Baby's  plea  we  also  seem 
To  want  to  keep  them — 'cause  they  help  us  Dream! 
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Marah 

By  Edward  L.  Pontz 

To  the  fresh  vision  of  the  charmed  child 
How  bright  is  Hope!  Its  bow  of  promise  hangs 
On  heaven's  walls,  rain- washed  and  dazzling;  strong, 
And  like  the  day  renewed,  is  its  allure; 
It  beckons  and  he  follows — 'tis  the  tale 
Of  credulous  life — till  slowly  with  the  years 
The  sparkling  spectrum  fades;  the  merry  chase 
Ends  in  a  pewter  pot  of  fool's  gold:  dead, 
Crumbled  to  dust,  his  leaves  and  loves,  and  mere 
Straw  flowers  the  asphodels;  the  true  seems  false. 
And  all  a  monstrous  cheat.  A  cynic  might. 
With  these  illusions  lost,  "curse  God  and  die." 

But  lo!  as  Hope  thus  fails,  at  equal  pace, 
Brightens  the  sky  of  restrospect;  again 
Tear-dropping  clouds  and  beating  storms  recede 
In  distant  sunshine,  glamour  and  mirage. 
Whate'er  of  good  or  bad  to  him  befell, 
He  cherishes;  in  sorrow  for  old  days 
Sometimes  he  loves  old  sorrows — or  forgets: 
Ere  Memory's  night  the  vista  fascinates 
And  his  myopic  second  childhood  calls 
As  potently,  almost,  as  Hope  his  first. 
Blurring  the  past  with  iridescent  hues, 
E'en  as  the  future  glittered — and  beguiled. 

But  Hope  and  Memory  both  be  blest  for  power 
They  give  mankind  to  endure  the  present  hour! 
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The  Old  Old  Church 

(For  Irish  Churchmen) 

By  the  Rev.  J.  de  B  Saunderson,  B.A.,  Ph.D. 

Rector,  St.  James'  Church.  Old  Town,  Maine 

The  Old  Old  Church  of  the  Old  Old  Faith! 

That  kept  her  garments  white, 
And  though  honouring  Peter,  followed  St.  John 

In  keeping  the  Paschal  Rite. 

The  Old  Old  Church  of  the  Old  Church-yards, 
Walled  in  by  the  bones  of  the  dead; 

Beneath  grey  Down's  Cathedral  spire 
Rest  Patrick's  mitred  head. 

The  Church  of  the  glens  and  the  Holy  hills: 

The  Church  of  the  Patmos  Isles; 
Whose  Gospel  of  Peace  calls  up  anew 

The  morning  desert's  smiles. 

The  Church  of  the  Wise,  the  Titled,  the  True! 

The  Church  of  the  "Acres  Broad"! 
Her  lands  she  holds  by  legal  descent — 

Her  Faith  by  transmission  from  God. 

Yes,  we  are  the  Sons  of  the  Old  Old  Church, 

And  hold  what  St.  Patrick  taught; 
We  stand  by  the  truth  of  the  Catholic  Creeds, 

And  reck  not  what  "Trent"  may  have  thought. 

Hundreds  of  years  has  the  Night  prevailed, 

But  Sons  of  the  East  are  we! 
The  old  Round  Towers  and  Churches  Seven* 

Bespeak  our  Ancestry. 


*In    different    parts    of    Ireland    are    to    be    found    ruins    of    Round    Towers    and 
Seven  Churches,  which  are  Eastern  in  origin  and  not  Western. 
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Where  God  Walked  in  the 

Calm  of  Day 

By  Gordon  Cooper 

In  this  secluded  place  I  kneel 
As  one  on  pilgrimage;  and  feel 
Again  the  sad-sweet  ecstasies 
Of  bygone  things. 

Dear  days  beyond  recall,  when  she, 
In  sweet  abandon,  chaste  and  free, 
With  all  that  womanhood  holds  dear. 
Love  Sanctified. 

So  here,  where  her  dear  form  has  lain 
To  sanctify  the  place,  I  kneel  again 
In  silent  tribute,  as  within 
A  holy  place. 

Can  God  condemn  a  love  like  this — 
A  love  made  holy  in  its  purging  bliss? 
The  echo  from  an  ancient  tongue  replies, 
"No!  God  IS  love!" 
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To  the  Spectroscope 
By  W.  F.  Hoyt 

One  day  untiring  Science,  treaciing  slow 

The  narrow  shores  of  Truth's  unfathomed  sea, 

A  crystal  found  and  gave  it  unto  man. 

His  pupil.  He  in  sun  admiring  it, 

Was  glad,  for  lo!  the  light  in  fragments  fell, 

Full-matching,  hue  by  hue,  the  arch  which  God 

Hath  hung  in  storm-tossed  skies,  as  earnest  sure 

Of  changeless  purpose  not  to  whelm  the  world 

Again  with  floods,  as  in  the  days  of  eld. 

Then  Thou  didst  come,  as  did  the  Afrit  huge 

In  Arab  tale,  the  mightiest  spirit  of  great 

Accomplishment  vouchsafed  to  man  his  will 

To  do.  Thou  shewest  why  both  starry  sky 

And  flowery  field  their  thousand-tinted  robes 

Display,  and  why  the  gem  its  beauty  wears. 

The  inmost  secrets  of  the  elements. 

Through  thee,  are  traced  in  earth  and  distant  star; 

The  mystic  dance  of  ions  stands  revealed; 

And  e'en  th'  amazing  flight  of  unleashed  sun. 

And  universe  athwart  th'  Eternities, 

The  meteor's  flash  and  comet's  dash  are  timed 

By  thee.  Thou  leadest  man  to  mangered  star. 

Close-wrapped  in  nebulous  swaddling  clothes,  and 

new- 
Born  element,  just  travailed  by  radio  force. 
Thou  knowest  the  hidden  paths  of  binary  stars. 
The  ceaseless  whirl  of  unseen  worlds,  the  forge 
Where  heavenly  spheres  are  wrought,  and  pigmy 

man 
Through  thee  may  see  and  grasp  the  infinities. 
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There's  naught  too  high,  and  naught  too  low;  the 

near 
And  far  are  alike  to  thee.  Though  chained  to  earth 
In  prisoned  flesh,  the  mind  of  man  may  roam 
With  thee  through  heights  of  heaven,  and  nether 

depths. 
Jehovah  doth  reveal,  through  thee.  His  deeds 
And  plans.  And  now  abideth  Microscope 
And  Telescope,  and  thou  O  Spectroscope — 
These  three  great  Servitors  of  thought  and  man — 
But  thou  art  greatest  of  these  Spirits  three. 
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With  Colors  Gay 

By  Howard  S.  Abbott 

With  colors  gay,  adown  the  street, 
The  drums  alert  with  stirring  beat, 
Our  lads  pass  by  who  rode  for  France. 
They  proudly  step  with  ne'er  a  glance 
To  right  or  left.  They  never  knew  defeat. 

And  still  they  come,  the  marching  feet 
Sweep  on.  Their  triumph  is  complete. 
The  pennons  flutter  and  the  sky's  adance 
With  colors  gay. 

So  late  in  woods,  the  air  replete 
With  bursting  shell  and  war's  conceit, 
But  now  to  pulsing  beat  advance. 
And  shouts,  that  thrill,  for  home,  for  France, 
Our  lads  march  by,  adown  the  street 
With  colors  gay. 
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Lenten  Musings 

By  Ida  Walden  Thomas 

/  am:  my  Maker  made  me. 

He  gave  me  life  and  soul, 
Thought  of  me  when  the  world  began- 
An  atom  in  His  mighty  plan 
To  help  complete  the  whole. 

/  can  do  all  He  asks  me; 

He  never  asks  for  more 
Than  I  can  give  if  I  but  try — 
The  strength  I  need  He  will  supply 

If  I  for  help  implore. 

/  must  be  true  and  faithful; 

Be  clean  and  pure  in  mind, 
Be  always  thoughtful,  sympathize. 
Be  merciful,  not  criticize. 
Be  bountiful  and  kind. 

/  will  give  thanks  each  morning 

For  His  care  day  by  day; 
Do  what  our  Father  asks  of  me 
Though  through  the  veil  I  cannot  see, 

But  I  will  trust  and  pray. 
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Orison 

By  Ruth  Jeffery 

If  only  dreams  came  true,  my  dear, 
We'd  have  a  bungalow 
With  candles  bright  and  firelight 
To  cast  a  rosy  glow. 

I'd  have  the  things  you  loved  the  best 
And  greet  you  all  a-smile 
I  would  be  dressed  my  prettiest 
Your  loved  smile  to  beguile. 

If  only  dreams  came  true,  my  dear. 
These  are  the  things  I'd  own 
But  you  are  deep  in  hero-sleep 
And  I  am  all  alone. 

Light  angel  hands,  not  mine,  lowered  you 
In  your  flag-draperied  pall 
Beneath  the  eloquent  marble  cross 
Of  those  who  gave  their  all. 

Ah!  some  of  us  gave  our  all,  too 
Who  outward  smile  through  tears 
For  us  the  task  of  living  through 
The  lonesome  loveless  years. 

If  only  dreams  come  true,  my  dear. 
Not  vain  will  be  our  labor. 
Young  hearts  will  not  be  crucified 
When  Love  supplants  the  Sabre. 
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For  the  Master's  Sake 

By  Minnie  Mason  Beebe 

I  sat  in  the  gathering  twilight 
At  the  close  of  a  busy  day 
And  anon  I  fell  to  musing 
As  the  shadows  round  me  lay; 
Then  my  soul  seemed  strangely  lifted 
From  the  fleeting  things  of  time 
Till  I  caught  some  few.  faint  glimpses 
Of  a  realm  beyond,  sublime. 

I  thought  that  my  life  here  had  ended 
That  the  angels  had  come  for  me 
And  borne  me  away  to  those  mansions 
Beyond  the  crystal  sea. 
How  my  heart  was  filled  with  rapture 
As  I  reached  the  beautiful  shore 
That  at  last  I  could  be  with  Jesus 
And  with  loved  ones  gone  before. 

But  not  till  I  gazed  on  the  brightness 
Of  that  land  of  endless  light 
Then  looked  on  the  world  in  its  darkness 
Of  ignorance,  vileness,  and  night. 
Did  I  know  the  full  love  of  a  Savior 
Who,  to  lead  sinful  man  to  the  sky, 
Left  the  glory  He  had  with  the  Father 
And  came  here  to  suffer  and  die. 

How  could  the  dear  Father  have  given 
His  only,  beloved  Son? 
How  could  the  Redeemer  leave  Heaven 
His  eternal,  inherited  throne? 
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'Twas  love,  boundless  love  that  impelled  it, 
Love  enfolding  the  whole  human  race, 
For  without  the  great  sacrifice  offered 
Not  one  could  behold  e'er  His  face. 

What  joy  to  my  life  the  old  story 
Had  brought  with  its  comfort  and  cheer! 
How  good  that  to  me  had  been  granted 
A  home  where  of  Christ  I  might  hear! 
But  e'en  as  I  thought  on  these  mercies 
'Mid  the  heavenly  hosts  above 
I  remembered  the  millions  in  darkness 
Who  had  never  yet  heard  of  His  love. 

Then  deep  sorrow,  regret  filled  my  being 

That  while  on  the  earth  I  had  dwelt 

I  had  done  so  little  to  help  them. 

So  little  pity  had  felt. 

And  I  longed  for  one  more  chance  to  send  them 

The  story  that  Jesus  had  died. 

That  their  lives  might  be  brighter  and  better 

Through  faith  in  the  Crucified. 

Just  then  I  awoke  from  my  dreaming 

To  find  that  the  chance  was  not  gone. 

God's  children  on  earth  have  a  privilege 

Denied  e'en  the  angelic  throng. 

One  more  soul  from  death  we  may  rescue, 

Once  more  the  old  story  repeat. 

Once  again  give  our  tithes  for  the  Master 

To  bring  wandering  ones  to  His  feet. 

Soon  life  with  us  all  will  be  over. 

In  a  twinkling,  a  brief  moment's  space 

The  veil  that  now  hides  will  be  lifted, 
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We  shall  see  our  dear  Lord  face  to  face. 
Shall  we  then  regret  wasted  talents, 
Regret  that  we  haven't  done  more, 
That  so  few  we  have  saved  will  there  greet  us 
With  the  blest  on  the  Heavenly  shore? 

We  spend  time  and  money  for  bubbles 
That  must  burst  and  soon  vanish  away. 
All  these  things  that  attract  us  must  perish. 
They  last  at  the  most  but  a  day. 
Yet  away  in  the  regions  of  darkness, 
Amid  famine,  and  idols,  and  sin. 
There  are  millions  now  languishing,  dying, 
Millions  whom  Jesus  would  win. 

Oh  what  shall  we  say  when  the  Master 
Demandeth  our  stewardship  here? 
What  He  gave  have  we  used  for  His  glory, 
In  the  end  have  we  nothing  to  fear? 
Remember  the  words  that  He  uttered, 
"Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  to  these"; 
Then  can  we  not  sacrifice  something 
Our  blessed  Redeemer  to  please? 

To  us  without  measure  He  giveth 
Endless  mercies,  unmerited,  free. 
Teach  us.  Lord,  by  Thine  own  loving  Spirit 
How  to  consecrate  all  things  to  Thee! 
The  tithes  that  we  bring  to  the  Master 
Are  as  treasure  laid  up  in  the  sky; 
They  are  safe  in  His  infinite  keeping. 
We  shall  have  them  returned  bye-and-bye. 

When  life's  fleeting  moments  are  over 
And  before  Him  the  myriads  stand, 
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When  we  learn  that  we  helped  to  save  some  one 
In  our  own  or  in  distant  land, 
What  peace  will  be  ours  never  ceasing 
What  joy  throughout  Heaven  'twill  make 
That  we  thought  not  of  self  but  of  others 
That  we  lived  for  the  Master's  sake. 
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Sometimes 
By  C.  Margaret  Brandt    v 

Sometimes  I  catch  sweet  glimpses  of  His  Face, 

But  that  is  all. 
Sometimes  my  heart  its  love  to  God  can  trace, 

For  those  who  fall. 
But  O!  the  many  times  I  do  not  see, 
The  daily  blessings  that  He  show'rs  on  me. 

Sometimes  my  heart  with  holy  rapture  thrills. 

At  His  dear  Name. 
Sometimes  my  love  to  fellow-mortals  burns 

Full  like  a  flame. 
But  O!  the  many  times  that  love  grows  cold, 
Causing  Him  pain  and  sorrow  manifold. 

Sometimes  my  soul  with  burning  zeal  is  fired, 

In  His  good  work. 
Sometimes  it  spurs  me  ever  onward,  when 

I  fain  would  shirk; 
But  O!  the  many  times  my  heart  does  faint, 
With  sin  and  worldliness  so  oft  attaint. 

Lord,  I  would  ever  true  and  faithful  be, 

In  heav'nly  cause; 
Keyed  up  with  love  and  burning  zeal,  for  Thee, 

Without  a  pause. 
I  would  not  that  my  heart  should  ever  fail, 
Or  faith  and  love  grow  ever  dim  or  pale. 

Then  keep  me  ever.  Lord,   with  gentle  Hand, 

So  close  to  Thee; 
So  that  when  sin  allures  on  ev'ry  hand, 

I  shall  not  see. 
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Until  the  heav'nly  mansions  I  shall  reach, 

My  ransomed  life  Thy  Gospel  here  would  preach. 

And  then,  sometime,  when  Thou  shalt  call  me  home. 

To  be  with  Thee, 
My  fettered  soul  shall  O!  so  gladly  come 

To  be  set  free. 
Enraptured,  I  shall  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  wondrous  saving  grace. 
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The  Road  to  Rest 

By  Marianne  Clarke 

You  long  for  Rest, 
For  friends  understood; 
Then  ask  your  God, 
God  means  all  good. 

You  need  more  Faith 
With  Hope  to  share, 
Then  trust  your  God, 
For  joy  is  there. 

You  beg  for  Strength 
In  work  and  play, 
Then  tell  your  God, 
He'll  guide  each  day. 

You  sigh  for  Peace, 
Light  from  above. 
Then  seek  your  God, 
For  God  is  love. 

With  vision  fair 
Goodwill  increase, 
God  gives  you  Power, 
Rest,  Faith,  Strength,  Peace. 
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America  Triumphant 

By  Elvira  Bush  Smith 

America,  thou  peerless  one, 
Our  own  loved  mother-land! 

Turn  from  the  crash  of  battles  grim, 
With  white  robed  Peace  now  stand! 

Place  Honor  high  above  all  else 
Like  one  great  radiant  star, 

And  let  thy  teeming  millions  now 
Acclaim  her  from  afar. 

Refrain : 

America!  triumphant  one. 

Thy  destiny  is  known. 
The  din  and  smoke  and  strife  are  done, 

Kneel  humbly  at  God's  throne. 

Then  to  earth's  struggling  peoples  go. 

Go  with  a  love  sublime, 
Go  in  the  might  of  service  true. 

Bring  forth  a  happier  time! 


Oh,  keep  undimm'd  thy  upward  look, 

And  herald  the  new  day 
When  Peace  shall  make  all  nations  one 

With  her  own  perfect  sway. 

And  may  our  God  who  led  thee  on 
Through  warfare's  bitter  strife. 

Gird  thee  to  help  all  nations  now 
And  bring  the  World  new  life! 
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Refrain : 

America!  triumphant  one, 

Thy  destiny  is  known. 
The  din  and  smoke  and  strife  are  done, 

Kneel  humbly  at  God's  throne. 

Then  to  earth's  struggling  peoples  go, 

Go  with  a  love  sublime, 
Go  in  the  might  of  service  true. 

Bring  forth  a  happier  time! 

Permission  for  reprinting  this  poem  has  been 
granted  by  the  Oliver  Ditson  Company.  It  hai 
been    set     to    music    by    Williams    Arms    Fisher. 
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America's  Early  Settlers 

By  Martin  Luther  Peter 

Today  we  meet  from  far  and  near, 

Here  on  this  historic  spot 
Where  eight  score  years  ago  our  forebears 

Pitched  their  tents  and  cast  their  lot. 

Oft  on  this  hill  they  wept  and  prayed 

To  our  Father  in  Heaven,  the  Lord  of  all, 

To  Whom  they  looked  in  faith  and  trust; 
For  He  notes  the  tiniest  sparrow's  fall. 

Often  they  thought  of  "Home,  Sweet  Home," 
Far  to  the  east  of  the  mountains  steep. 

They  saw  their  loved  ones  many  a  time 
As  they  lay  in  the  peaceful  arms  of  sleep. 

Beneath  their  stroke,  fell  forest  trees. 
Land  was  cleared  for  pastures  green. 

Cabins  were  built  near  running  springs, 

Where  shrubs  and  flowers  adorned  the  scene. 

Here  they  met  in  the  Meeting  House 
To  sing  of  Immanuel's  great  love; 

Here  they  learned  of  the  narrow  way 
That  leadeth  to  the  Heavens  above. 

They  toiled  and  struggled  through  many  a  year 

And  left  to  us  a  noble  name. 
Oh,  kinsmen,  let  us  honor  them 

And  follow  the  light  of  their  noble  flame! 
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Local  Color 

By  Lois  Randolph 

The  Navajo  shepherd  tends  his  sheep, 
Herding  them  close  by  the  railroad  track. 

The  Sunshine  Special  rushes  past, 

And  the  tourist  yawns  and  glances  back, 

And  buys  a  package  of  post  card  views. 

And  then  he  returns  to  the  east, — and  lo! 
He  writes  and  publishes  a  scholarly  book. 

The  Life  and  Customs  of  the  Navajo. 

She-tha-sic. 
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Brushed  by  the  Master's  Hand 

By  Paul  Floyd  Cornish 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

Whispered  the  flowers  in  the  lane; 

"Along  the  road  where  the  wild  gold  flows 

Jack  Frost  is  coming  again." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

Cried  the  Sugar  Maples  so  tall, 

"He  cannot  be  found,  but  he's  hiding  around, — 

The  fellow  who  paints  us  all." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

The  Robin  sang  in  time. 

As  he  packed  his  grip  for  a  long,  long  trip 

Away  to  a  sunny  clime; 

"If  it's  frost  and  snow,  I'd  have  you  know, 

I'll  have  none  of  it  for  mine." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house. 

Somebody  grand  and  tall," 

Laughed  the  Golden  Rod  as  she  tossed  her  head, 

Down  by  the  garden  wall; 

"He  will  bring  me  a  gown  of  velvet  brown 

To  wear  at  the  Autumn  Ball." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

Buzzed  the  Bee  as  she  stored  her  bread; 

"I've  no  time  now  for  playing. 

My  family  must  be  fed 

All  through  the  days  of  snow  and  cold 

In  the  long  dark  winter  ahead." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

Grandly  the  rows  of  corn 

Stood  guard  with  waving  plumes  aloft 

Where  the  butterflies  dance  forlorn. 
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"There's  a  chill  in  the  air  you  can  feel  everywhere 

In  the  dew  of  the  early  morn." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

The  Red  Squirrel  frisked  his  tail 

And  hastened  to  gather  his  harvest  again 

In  the  woods  by  the  side  of  the  trail; 

"My  new  fur  coat  will  be  needed  soon, 

I've  never  known  it  to  fail." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house," 

Murmured  the  Brook  in  the  vale, 

Where  the  laughing  spray  sings  all  the  long  day. 

As  it  dashes  along  the  trail; 

"I  must  hasten  away,  if  I'd  safely  be 

At  rest  tonight  in  the  mother  sea." 

"Somebody's  coming  to  my  house;" 

A  man  bowed  his  head  of  gray. 

And  slowly  the  Curfew  bells  rang  out 

At  the  close  of  an  Autumn  day. 
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Privilege 

By  Ruth  Miller  Reed 

Jimmie  said,  "Grandma,  I  would  rather  go  to 
the  zoo  with  you:   you  walk  more  slowly." 

If  youth  were  all — fleet-footed,  gay  with  song, 
Filling  the  air  with  ringing  laughter  sweet — 
What  would  become  of  those  whose  tiny  feet 
Have  just  begun  to  toddle  on  the  long 
Pathway  that  childhood  treads;  a  helpless  throng 
Whose  short  uncertain  steps  cannot  compete 
With  youth's  long  strides,  whose  hands  reach  out 

to  greet 
A  comrade  who  will  slowly  stroll  along. 

So  you  who  think  your  journey  sadly  slow 
Into  the  sunset,  put  regret  aside 
And  learn  the  privilege  the  years  bestow 
When  children  long  to  linger  by  your  side. 
Their  little  feet  keeping  your  pace  with  ease. 
The  Master  walked  beside  the  least  of  these. 
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The  Human  Trinity 

By  Granville  Lowther 

The  sunshine  reached  across  the  space 
And  kissed  my  baby  on  the  face 

And  painted  it  so  rich  a  hue 

That  I  stooped  down  and  kissed  her  too. 

Now  Httle  one,  what  makes  you  coo? 

Did  sunshine  paint  your  two  eyes  blue? 
What  makes  that  curious  Httle  smile 

And  keeps  you  struggling  all  the  while? 

There  now!  what  is  it  makes  you  weep? 

What  do  you  dream  when  you're  asleep? 
What  makes  you  gaze  and  yawn  and  blink? 

I  wonder  what  you  really  think. 

I  wonder,  will  your  life  be  blurred 
By  actions  where  I  may  have  erred? 

Or  if  some  power  could  atone 

For  any  wrongs  I  may  have  done. 

I  hope  my  life  will  be  so  true 

That  no  reproach  will  come  to  you 

Or  sorrow  with  its  awful  load. 

From  reaping  what  your  father  sowed. 

Your  mother  pure  as  pure  can  be. 
Now  stoops  and  kisses  you  and  me. 

As  if  that  sunshine  from  above 
Came  to  ignite  our  latent  love. 
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Perhaps  from  many  million  years 

Our  race  has  come  through  toil  and  tears, 

To  demonstrate  that  God  is  good 
In  father,  childhood,  motherhood. 
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Equality 

By  Eva  Caminsky 

The  sun  that  shines  in  other  lands 

Shall  also  shine  for  me; 
The  storms  that  rage  in  other  lands 

Shall  rage  across  the  sea, 
And  all  that  comes  to  other  lands 

Shall  also  come  to  me. 

The  joys  that  gladden  other  hearts 

Shall  make  me  happy,  too; 
The  beauty  that  draws  other  eyes 

Shall  draw  both  me  and  you; 
And  sorrows  that  make  others  sad 

Shall  hush  my  laughter,  too. 

The  Hand  that  guides  my  fellow-men 

Shall  be  the  guide  for  me. 
And  as  the  ways  grow  light  for  them 

When  I  go,  so  it  will  be; 
And  the  God  Who  helps  my  fellow-men 

Shall  do  the  same  for  me. 
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Journeys 

By  Agnes  MacCarthy  Hickey 

Not  the  speediest  of  coaches 

Nor  all  the  ships  at  sea, 
Can  bring  me  to  that  lovely  land 

Where  I  would  be. 

I  have  a  way  of  going 

No  one  would  dream  about, 
A  secret  gate  swings  quietly 

And  I  am  out 

Among  long  gone  companions 
And  dear  enchanting  things — 

Blue  brooks  and  flowers  and  lacy  trees 
And  swift  bright  wings.   .   .   . 

Whoever  would  imagine 

When  I  sit  here  to  sew 
That  I  could  steal  off  anywhere 

And  they  not  know! 

— Christian  Century 
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A  Slumber  Story 
By  Robert  J.  Irish 

At  slumber  time  the  nodding  heads 
With  sleepy  eyes  fast  closing, 
And  prating  tongues  with  teasing  tones, 
Beg  one  more  tale's  disclosing. 
The  slumber  man  approaches  fast. 
His  restful  potion  bringing; 
But  he  must  wait  until  he  hears 
The  song  that  I  am  singing. 

Long,  long  ago  there  lived  a  man 

Whose  name  I'll  later  mention; 

But  he  was  fond  of  doing  good 

And  making  no  pretention. 

He  loved  the  birds,  the  flowers,  the  trees, 

The  songs  of  spring  forthcoming. 

He  loved  to  watch  the  industries 

Of  bees,  and  hear  their  humming. 

He  walked  with  men  so  steeped  in  sin 
Their  conscience  had  no  feeling. 
And  lifted  them  from  out  themselves; 
Then  soothed  their  souls  with  healing. 
He  led  the  blind,  raised  up  the  dead, 
And  drew  the  lost  ones  nearest. 
That  man  was  Jesus  Christ,  the  Lord, 
The  friend  of  children,  dearest. 

The  little  heads  are  drooping  low. 
The  eyes  fast  closed  in  slumber. 
The  old,  old  story,  ever  new, 
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Is  told  times  without  number. 
A  tousled  head  stirs  nearer  mine; 
I  hear  a  sweet  voice  murmur, 
"God  bless  my  Muvver  and  my  Dad. 
My  faith  becomes  the  firmer. 


204 


/ 

What  We  Arc 

By  Pearle  Moore  Stevens 

I  may  not  scale  the  Mountain  top, 

Nor  with  Glory  crown  my  head; 
I  may  not  have  it  said  of  me 

After  I  am  dead — 
"She  ranked  most  high  in  Social  power, 

She  possessed  a  beauty  rare." 
I  would  that  folk  would  say  of  me 

"She  scattered  sunshine  here." 

I  do  not  crave  for  riches  great, 

Or  a  flowery  bed  of  ease, 
I  am  not  selfish  enough  to  ask 

That  all  my  trials  cease. 
But  give  me  an  ever  willing  hand 

With  a  humble,  contrite  heart, 
Eager  to  serve  and  sacrifice, — 

Ready  to  do  my  part. 

For  after  all  it's  "what  we  do," 

Not  what  we  "claim  to  be." 
It's  the  "little  things"  that  count 

At  last,  for  you  and  me. 
And  when  our  journey  here  is  o'er 

And  we  stand  at  the  Judgment  Bar, 
Our  portion  shall  be  meted  out 

For  What  We  Really  Are. 
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Our  Father's  Care 

By  Iva  Temple  Cartwright 

I  wandered  in  a  woodland — , 

along  a  winding  path. 
The  trees  their  giant  branches  waved 

like  demons  in  their  wrath. 
The  way  was  rough  and  stony — , 

with  many  a  hidden  snare. 
I  thought,  How  like  life's  journey, — 

and  none  there  is  to  care. 

But  the  little  one  beside  me 

kept  hold  of  my  hand  the  while, 
And  lifted  her  little  face  to  mine, 

with  an  Innocent,  trusting  smile. 
She  trusted  in  my  protection, 

no  danger  could  she  divine; 
But  toddled  along  beside  me, 

with  her  little  hand  in  mine. 

Then  a  thought  like  a  singing  swallow 

came,  thrilling  my  very  soul: 
That  our  great  and  heavenly  Father 

is  leading  us  toward  the  goal. 
And  no  matter  how  rough  the  pathway, 

nor  how  many  snares  there  be. 
He  says,  "Come  heavily-burdened  One 

and  follow  only  me." 

"Cast  all  your  care  upon  me, 

I  will  your  burdens  bear, 
I'll  fill  your  heart  with  gladness, 

and  every  sorrow  share." 
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And  I  thought.  If  I,  like  the  little  child, 
will  walk  by  my  Father's  side, 

He'll  lead  me  over  this  journey  of  life, 
safe,  safe  to  the  other  side. 
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The  Last  Hymn 

By  Blanche  Lee  / 

"And  when  they  had  sung  an  hymn  they 
went  out — "  Matt.  XXVI- 30. 

As  they  listened  eagerly  to  all  the  Master  said, 

At  the  table  meagered,  soiled  with  dregs  of  grape  and 

bread — 
Where  Faith  sat  and  Hate  lived  and  Love  burned  a 

steady  light, 
What  was  the  hymn  they  sang  as  they  went  out  in 

the  night? 

Did  they  sing  of  Brotherhood  in  country  lane  and 

town. 
Did  they  sing  of  Strife  or  Peace,  and  Glory  oft  laid 

down — 
Did  they  sing  of  joys  fled  for  joys  yet  sure  to  come, 
Did  they  sing  of  partings  soon  with  sad  hearts  torn 

and  numb? 

Did  they  sing  in  hurried  calm,  or  reverently  and  slow? 
What  it  was  could  not  have  been  a  hymn  we'll  ever 

know — 
But  we're  sure  that  song  lives  on  in  many  a  human 

breast, 
And  that  Jesus  Christ  Himself  sang — and  led  the  rest! 
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Dream 

By  Ellen  M.  Acton 

"Jester,  spin  your  silver  ball, 
Youth  and  joy  are  at  your  call!" 

"The  great  grow  weary  forgetting  pain, 
Jester,  spin  your  ball  again!" 

"Jester,  music!"  "Against  the  wall 
How  light  the  silver  pieces  fall!" 

"Jester,  let  the  pieces  fall — 

Mend  not  the  sphere  of  your  shivered  ball, 

For  another  as  fair  the  king  shall  call!" 

"Masters,  masters,  the  shivered  shell 
Was  the  joy  of  my  life — 
How  light  it  fell! 

"Masters,  masters,  I  leave  the  hall — 
My  heart  was  hid 
In  the  silver  ball!" 
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"Satiabor,  Cum  Apparuerit  Tua 
Gloria" 

By  Martha  A.  Kidder 

"I  shall  be  satisfied,  when  I  awake  with 
Thy  likeness."  Ps.  XVII- 15. 

My  lonely  heart  was  filled  with  restless  pain, 
And  thoughts  of  days  that  ne'er  might  come  again; 
But,  shrinking  from  the  Cross,  I  turned  to  see 
What  comfort  earthly  things  could  give  to  me. 

I  turned  to  music,  softly  saying:   "Thou, 
The  friend  of  years,  wilt  not  desert  me  now!" 
The  last  notes  died  away — alas  for  pride! 
My  aching  heart  was  still  unsatisfied. 

I  took  my  pencil;   forms  of  fancy  bright 
My  eager  fingers  traced;  alas!  a  blight 
Seemed  resting  on  the  art  I  deemed  so  fair; 
Its  very  beauty  only  proved  a  snare. 

I  turned  to  friendship,  thinking:   "Now  in  this 
My  bleeding  heart  at  length  shall  find  its  bliss!" 
Then  found  that  Death,  relentless,  lingered  near 
To  tear  from  clinging  arms  my  friend  so  dear. 

Discouraged,  worn  with  grief,  I  turned  to  Love. 
"Though  human,  'tis  reflected  from  above!" 
Methought,  and  e'en  the  human  seemed  divine. 
It  passed,  and  left  my  spirit  to  repine. 

And  then,  at  last,  upon  my  darkened  way 
There  shone  a  glory  brighter  than  the  day. 
And  hope  once  more  within  my  spirit  stirred 
As,  through  the  night,  my  Saviour's  voice  I  heard! 
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These  Three 

By  Jennie  M.  Tabb 

To  feel,  though  years  in  mystic  silence  pass, 

That  all  is  right; 
To  know  that  each  long,  speechless  month  but  leads 

Toward  the  light — 

That,  dear,  is  Faith. 

To  think  with  each  new  morn,  mayhap  some  word 

Will  come  today. 
Yet  bearing  disappointment  with  a  smile 

At  each  delay — 

That,  dear,  is  Hope. 

To  trust  through  evil  days,  forgiving  all 

That  may  have  passed. 
To  hope,  to  trust,  to  know  that  life  and  strength 

Will  come  at  last — 

That,  dear  heart,  is  Love. 
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Disdain 

By  Agnes  MacCarthy  Hickey 

Since  you  are  made  of  such  superior  clay, 
No  doubt,  when  dissolution  dawns  on  you 
Discerning  worms  will  use  discretion,  too, 
And  nonchalantly  creep  the  other  way. 

— N.  Y.  Eve.  Post 


212 


Symphony  Music 
By  George  Glayne 

Symphony  music 

In  a  woody  glen, 

Where  cicadas 

Are  drawing  their  rough  violins. 

Allegretto  movement, 

And  a  steady  rise 

Of  crescendo. 

Then  retard  until  it  fades  and  dies. 

Symphony  music 

In  a  garden. 

Where  bees  are 

Humming  to  the  sweet  jasmine. 

Andante  movement. 

Sustained  and  smooth, 

Con  dolce. 

Like  lovers  in  an  ecstatic  mood. 
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The  Seven  Words 

By  George  Willard  Bonte 

"Come — come,  get  up,  we  must  be  off; 

The  Master  waits — do  not  delay." 
I  turn  upon  my  bed  of  pain — 

The  gray  dawn  of  another  day, 
And  there  in  monkish  robe  and  cowl, 

A  long  scythe  in  his  bony  hands 
Which  rattle  as  he  smoothes  the  blade, 

A  stranger  on  the  threshold  stands. 

I  reach  for  garments  sadly  worn, 

Upon  the  chair  beside  my  bed ; 
"No — no,  not  that!"  the  stranger  cries, 

"The  naked  truth  must  do  instead. 
Thy  clothes  are  but  a  sorry  mask — 

E'en  flesh  and  bones  are  in  the  way; 
But — come,  make  haste,  we  must  be  off; 

The  Master  waits — do  not  delay." 

"But  why  this  haste,"  perplexed,  I  cry; 

"May  I  not  send  some  plea  ahead 
That  will  outstrip  me  to  the  Goal?" 

"There's  but  one  plea" — the  stranger  said: 
"A  group  of  seven  simple  words 

That  thou,  and  thou  alone  must  say; 
But  come,  we  tarry — let's  be  off; 

The  Master  waits — do  not  delay." 

"One  moment,  stranger,  pray  be  kind 
Enough  to  pause  for  one  brief  space; 

Where  are  those  words  that  I  alone 

Must  speak  to  gain  the  Master's  grace! 
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'They're  hidden  in  the  human  heart — 
They're  coins  with  which  to  pay  the  toll. 

'At  last!  I  understand  thee,  friend, — 
May  God  have  mercy  on  my  soul." 
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An  Uphill  Fight 

By  Maurice  C.  Waugh 

You  may  be  ill  and  you  may  be  sore 
With  aches  and  bruises  and  pains  galore; 
Perhaps  you  are  groggy,  and  halt  and  lame, 
But  keep  right  on,  for  it's  all  a  game 
Where  like  as  not  you  are  booked  to  win 
Right  now,  in  spite  of  the  shape  you're  in. 

Your  brain  is  weary,  your  thoughts  are  dead, 
Each  step  is  heavy  as  lifting  lead; 
The  sun  is  under  a  passing  cloud; 
Don't  let  them  measure  you  for  a  shroud. 
But  hang  on  now  though  it  may  be  hard. 
For  your  next  hand  holds  the  winning  card. 

If  you  have  played  at  a  losing  game 

Until  the  colors  all  look  the  same. 

You'll  feel  more  joy  when  your  luck  has  turned, 

And  look  on  life,  which  you  may  have  spurned. 

Through  eyes  that  glow  with  the  glory  light 

That  comes  from  winning  an  uphill  fight. 
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Defiance 
By  John  W.  Boldyreff 

I  am  free,  I've  broken  the  halter, 
The  shackles  of  childish  shame. 
I  am  free,  and  I  shall  not  falter; 
In  vain  you  are  trying  to  tame 
My  fiery  spirit,  with  looks  that  sting, 
With  tales  of  Satan  and  Hell, 
For  still  in  my  budding  heart  will  ring 
The  call  of  the  vagrant's  bell. 
Far  sweeter  to  me  are  the  pleasures, 
Of  the  fleet,  yet  gorgeous  fires. 
Than  the  firm,  but  paler  measures 
Of  your  steadfast  and  calm  desires. 
And  you  say  that  life  is  sorrow. 
And  that  youth  is  a  fleeting  ray, — 
I  may  go  to  Hell  to-morrow, 
But  I  am  in  Heaven  to-day! 
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My  Calvary 
By  Grace  H.  Ames 

I  made  my  cross  each  day, 

In  condemnation  of  others 

I  drove  each  nail; 

Self  pity  helped  to  crucify  me. 

Never  dreaming  that  some  day 

This  very  cross  would  be — My  Calvary. 

Self  justification  praised  my  work, 

And  for  each  ugly  thought  self  love 

Whispered,  well  done — . 

But  alas,  the  weight  of  my  cross  pulled  me  down. 

And  in  despair  I  cried  to  Jesus, 

To  save  me  from  my  Gethsemane! 

Humility  heard  my  cry — , 

And  tenderly  said,  "Love  will  help  you,  my  child. 

Jesus  had  His  own  Calvary  to  climb. 

The  weight  of  your  cross  is  your  own." 

Had  I  but  known  its  weight  was  meant  for  me, 

I  should  have  made  a  lighter  one. 
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The  Bargain  of  Faust 

By  Hazel  Nicholson 

"Shall  a  man,  then,  not  own  his  own  soul?  Why 

If  I  choose  wreck,  may  I  not  wreck  my  own. 

Counting  the  cost?"  Brave  Faust!  without  a  groan 

To  hold  no  price  too  cruel  or  too  high 

For  a  rich  joy!  Choose  your  fate  may  you,  die! 

But  your  soul  was  so  paltry,  that  alone 

Mephisto  wished  it  not;  well  have  you  known 

That,  with  yours.  Marguerite's  soul,  too,  must  die. 

Bargain  for  your  own  ruin  as  you  will! 

But  sign  no  compact  that  another's  soul 

Must  witness  and  consent  to;  brave  you  now? 

A  coward  rather;  for  a  daring  guilt 

Your  reckless  soul  another's  birthright  stole; 

For  this  not  to  be  forgiven  now. 

Nor  can  you  offer  even  this  poor  plea: 
That  you  did  sin  for  love  of  Marguerite: — 
You  had  not  seen  the  maiden  on  the  street 
When  you  did  promise  Satan  his  high  fee 
"Some  woman's  soul  for  toy,  and  mine  for  thee, 
Mephisto,   later!" — Passion,   deadly  sweet, 
The  flower  of  love  that  else  were  incomplete, 
Angels  may  pity,  if  not  pardon;  she 
Did  sin  for  love,  but  you  did  love  for  sin; 
Her  passion  was  the  flower  of  love;  but  yours, 
Only  the  seed;  then  you  did  not  compel 
Her  sacrifice?  Love's  victim  had  she  been 
Not  yours?  Oh,  both  must  pay  the  heavy  fine; 
She  hers  in  heaven,  but  you  yours  in  hell. 
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Easter  Revelation 

By  Clara  Emelia  Ullman 

No  Mortal  yet  knows  how  the  white  lily  grows 
From  a  bulb  to  a  beautiful  flower; 
And  no  one  has  known,  though  many  times  shown, 
The  secret  of  Life,  or  its  hour. 

No  Mortal  yet  knows — so  the  story  still  goes — 
When  the  World  was  created,  or  why. 
Whether  Man  is  a  Soul  with  some  definite  goal 
Is  not  proven — thus  skeptics  yet  cry. 

Yet  Jesus  Christ  gave  His  life  that  the  grave 

Be  robbed  of  its  power  over  man. 

While  they  fear  to  believe,  lest  the  tale  should  deceive, 

Easter  lilies  retell  it  again. 

Every  year  they  unfold,  white,  deep  heart  of  gold; 
His  messengers  keeping  faith  new. 
A  miracle  sign  each  time  of  divine 
Life,  and  Love  never-failing  and  true. 
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Sky  Writing 
By  Mary  Finette  Barber 

She  heard  in  town  of  the  way  he  took; 
And  she  turned  for  comfort  to  The  Book. 

But  she  read  till  she  looked  on  sights  uncanny — 
Oh,  a  queer  one,  sure,  was  Farmhouse  Annie, 

With  visions  to  make  a  prophet  stare 
As  she  sat  at  night  alone  in  her  chair. 

Over  the  fields  a  raw  wind  mowed, 
And  she  ceased  to  rock,  and  only  sewed. 

And  she  stopped  her  ears,  yet  there  came  a  sound 
As  of  a  rumble  underground. 

It  was  the  chimney!  It  was  a  mouse! 

It  was  out  of  doors  and  over  the  house! 

She  flung  the  door  back,  and  a  whirr 
Of  angels'  wings  swung  down  to  her. 

Then  a  plane  soared  up  like  a  golden  bird. 
But  the  throbbing  of  harps  was  all  she  heard, 

And  all  she  saw  had  grown  old  in  mind. 
Treasured  behind  the  darkened  blind: 

Lucifer,  dropped  like  a  falling  star; 
The  orange  blaze  of  Elijah's  car; 

The  rain  of  the  old  appointed  fire 

On  Bel  in  Babylon,  Teman  and  Tyre; 

The  warning  hand,  the  curves  and  all 
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The  writing  on  the  dark  blue  wall — 
Her  house  had  been  so  small,  so  small! 

But  high  on  the  night  sky  God  found  room, 
Though  she  marveled  a  bit  at  the  end  of  doom. 

Fuddled  to  place  a  sudden  luster 
Of  roses  opening  in  cluster — 

Golden  roses  with  no  name, 
Broken  to  dripping  petals  of  flame. 

Then  the  harps  strummed  home.  But  set  adrift, 
So  that  the  end  be  not  too  swift, 

Blew  toward  her  slowly  a  point  of  flame — 
The  Three  Wise  Men  had  seen  the  same, 
That  night  the  little  Lord  Jesus  came. 

She  watched  this  glory  floating,  dying 
(Standing  alone — the  cold  wind  crying) . 

She  strained  her  ears  for  the  died-out  whirr. 
But  sound  nor  sense  came  back  to  her. 

Now  she  knew  the  word  of  The  Book  come  true, 
And  she  wanted  him,  to  tell  it  to. 

But  she  waited  long  for  the  dull  footfall, 

Till  the  logs  fell  down,  and  she  drew  her  shawl. 

Only  the  small  black  clock,  tick-tocking. 

But  still  she  listened,  and  held  from  rocking — 

Her  eyes  strained  bright  as  a  fleeting  rain 
That  glints  in  the  sun  like  an  aeroplane. 
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Expiation 

By  Angelo  de  Luca 

O  life,  now  that  I  am  no  longer  mournful 

For  high  hopes  slaughtered  by  your  treachery; 
Am  no  more  bitter;  never,  never  scornful 

Of  bitter  mocking  scorn  you  thrust  at  me: 
My  eyes  that  were  once  wistful,  once  defiant. 

Once  joyous,  life!  once  dreamy — ah,  no  more! 
Yet  I  dare  ask  it:  grant  them,  buffoon  tyrant. 

One  careless  hour  by  a  kindly  shore. 

O  death,  it  seems  just  yesterday  that  fleeing 

From  constant  haunting  dread  of  your  pursuit. 
With  blood-shot  wild  eyes  fearful  and  unseeing 

I  sought  a  nook  to  hide  my  worldly  loot: 
Reclining,  now,  within  a  scented  bower 

My  tortured  bones  beg  to  be  torn  apart; 
But  grant  me,  death,  at  least  one  peaceful  hour 

To  weep  the  weary  torments  of  my  heart. 
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The  Big  Game 

By  Alex.  C.  D.  Noe 

I  may  save  a  million  pounds 

And  store  it  in  a  bank, 
Or  entertain  a  million  men 

With  humor  wild  and  rank; 
And  set  the  world  agaping 

With  the  fodder  bills  I've  paid, 
But  I'd  like  a  better  credit 

When  the  final  game  is  played. 

Oh,  I'd  like  to  count  my  assets 

A  dozen  million  smiles, 
A  million  burdens  lifted 

O'er  ten  thousand  million  miles. 
And  when,  at  last,  I  come  to  meet 

My  manhood  face  to  face, 
I'd  like  to  know  that  I  had  made 

The  world  a  better  place. 

To  know  I'd  faced  the  battle, 

And  bravely  manned  the  guns; 
Had  kept  my  batting  average  high 

And  helped  to  score  the  runs ; 
That  when  I  cross  the  Borderline 

And  step  upon  the  stair, 
I'll  cast  a  proud  look  back  to  earth, 

And  know  I  once  was  there. 
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The  Faith  That  Waits 
By  John  R.  Webb 

Day  after  day,  beside  a  drying  brook, 
He  sat  and  watched  the  sign  of  Israel's  fate; 
Unseen,  the  hand  that  used  the  Shepherd's  crook; 
No  task,  except  to  wait. 

Such  food  he  ate,  discovered  on  the  bank, 
Which  winged  messengers,  each  day,  had  brought; 
And  from  the  ever-lessening  stream  he  drank, 
While  God  the  lesson  taught. 

He  need  not  know  the  height  or  depth,  when  strong 
To  do  the  will  of  Him  who  guides  aright; 
Yet,  faith  must  learn  by  tests  to  offset  wrong; 
The  price  of  spiritual  might. 

Prepared  to  trust  when  every  prospect  fades, 
Since  He  has  promised  who  assigns  the  task; 
By  Cherith  he,  the  haughty  king,  evades 
Till  he  for  rain  may  ask. 

But  afterwhile,  alas,  the  brook  dried  up; 
No  rain,  no  stream,  no  sign  of  any  change; 
Yet,  God  provides  for  him  another  cup. 
Which  other  hands  arrange. 

The  faith  that  waits,  eventually,  will  reach 
A  lofty  plain  for  service  God  has  planned; 
The  patience  of  unanswered  prayer  will  teach 
How  evil  to  withstand. 

The  measured  pressure  used  with  watchful  care, 
By  Him  who  knows  and  loves  and  sets  the  test, 
Will  make  for  spiritual  might  in  all  who  dare 
To  watch  and  wait  till  blest. 
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Life 

By  Elkanah  East  Taylor 

Just  as  the  plum-tree  lifts  its  ivory  flower 

When  whispering  south-winds  in  fair  branches  blow 

Holding  against  blue  skies  frail  buds  of  snow 

In  silent  loveliness,  so  in  that  hour 

Love  calls  there  is  a  subtle,  mystic  power 

That  warms  to  life  Truth's  thoughts  that  glow 

In  beauty  like  the  plum-tree's.  This  I  know; 

After  the  winter's  pain  the  spring's  glad  dower. 

But  just  as  plum-trees  have  their  spring  and  fall 

Life,  too,  must  have  its  blue  and  pewter  skies. 

Youth's  days  of  pleasure,  and  old-age  of  pain. 

And  dreams  and  sleep  .   .   .   then  that  far  call 

That  each  must  hear  .   .   .   and  wakening  arise 

Somehow,  somewhere  to  seek  the  spring  again ! 
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Guide  Us 

By  Mrs.  T.  B.  Epting 

Great  Jehovah,  King  of  Glory, 

Low  before  Thy  Throne  wc  bow, 

Reverently,  for  Thou  art  Holy; 
In  our  hearts  O  enter  Thou, 

Holy  Spirit, 
Ever  keep  us  in  Thy  power. 

God  of  Heav'n,  of  all  creation. 

Thou  hast  blessed  us  with  Thy  love. 

Sing,  my  soul,  in  adoration; 

Praise  and  worship  Him  above. 

Draw  us  closer 
To  the  Light,  O  Holy  Dove. 

Lord,  uphold  and  safely  guide  us 
In  each  task,  from  day  to  day. 

As  we  labor,  walk  beside  us; 

If  we  doubt,  choose  Thou  the  way. 

Leading  us  to 
Burdened  souls  in  paths  astray. 

Far  and  near  the  call  is  ringing; 

Tune  our  hearts  to  hear  the  plea. 
Lips  to  other  Gods  now  singing, 

We  must  teach  to  sing  to  Thee. 
Blessed  Saviour, 

May  we  ever  faithful  be. 
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We  Are  the  Blighted 

By  Chandler  Shaw 

Wc  are  the  blighted,  the  sick,  the  tortured  of  body 
and  soul. 

We  lie  helpless  and  dying  in  the  grip  of  the  demon 
Disease,  in  the  strangling,  stifling  clutch  of  our  merci- 
less, brutal  tormentor. 

Never  again  may  we  stroll  through  the  twilit 
woods  toward  the  lonely  call  of  the  whip-poor-will. 

Never  again  may  we  shout  from  the  misty  crags  at 
the  thundering  cataract. 

The  zest  of  life  has  gone  forever,  the  light  of  hope 
burns  low,  despair  is  creeping  ever  nearer. 

O  Man  of  Science!  O  Champion!  Come  forth  and 
rescue  us. 

Save  us  from  the  fiendish  claws  and  burning  breath 
of  this  malformed  monster. 

The  loathsome  demon  is  still  unbaffled,  hurling 
his  defiance  in  the  face  of  God,  and  scornful  mockery 
at  the  soul  of  Man. 

With  blood-streaked  eyes  and  foaming  mouth,  he 
smites  his  victims  down — 

The  strong  and  weak,  the  high  and  low,  brave 
men  and  women,  lovable  little  children, 

Wasting  their  bodies,  stunting  their  souls,  snatch- 
ing away  their  destinies  and  their  cherished  hopes  of 
achievement, 

Thwarting  the  will  of  God,  turning  humanity 
from  its  divine  heritage  into  the  depths  of  blackest 
hell. 
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O  Man  of  Science,  save  us!  Break  the  stranglehold 
of  this  foul  demon. 

Muster  the  genius  and  the  forces  of  the  earth  in 
the  great  battle  against  the  legions  of  Death. 

Hurl  such  a  thunderbolt  into  the  inmost  fortress  of 
Disease  that  it  shall  be  utterly  consumed,  and  blotted 
forever  from  the  world, 

So  that  we  may  inherit  our  birthright  of  perfect 
life,  and  may  achieve  nobly  to  the  end,  robust  in 
body  and  vigorous  in  soul,  sons  and  images  of  the 
living  spirit  of  God. 
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The  Harpist  of  Ur 

".    .    .    One  body   was  crouched  against  the  harp,   the  arm 

actually  touching  the  decayed  wood  of  the  sounding  box, 

as^if  death  overcame  the  harpist  as  he  played.   .   ." 

By  Eldorous  Dayton 

Unravished  by  the  centuries,  he  kneels 
Before  the  very  harp  he  loved  so  well, 

As  one  who  in  an  hour  of  sadness  feels 

The  strong  embrace  of  music's  solemn  spell. 

Far  down  beneath  the  dry  and  shifting  sands, 

The  silver  strings  throughout  the  years  have  stood. 

Ever  yearning  for  the  pressure  of  those  hands 
That  rest  upon  the  dull  decaying  wood. 

As  one  who  fell  asleep,  while  yet  he  played. 
His  gold  and  silver  instrument  beside, 

The  harper  saw  the  bed  of  darkness  laid 
And  passed  away  to  ease  a  tyrant's  pride; 

And  many  others  all  around  him  rest, 
The  harem-women  taken  in  their  bloom, 

The  charioteers  and  men  of  iron  crest 
Interred  together  in  one  kingly  tomb. 

Perhaps  within  the  cell  his  pale  compeers 

Caught  something  of  that  sad  and  mystic  strain, 

Ere  fading  worlds  grew  crystal  through  their  tears. 
And  the  last  flight  of  music  stopped  in  pain. 

Death  checked  the  tunc ;  through  aching  year  on  year 
In  vain  the  harper's  music  would  be  sought; 

And  yet  to  us  the  vibrant  strain  is  dear. 

Our  sweetest  songs  are  cherished  in  our  thought. 
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What  matter  though  the  harp  be  unattuned, 

Its  jewelled  frame  stripped  bare  by  passing  time, 

The  spirit  of  the  player  yet  may  wound 
Our  inner  temple  with  a  shaft  of  rhyme. 

Harpist,  awake!  He  mocks  at  our  command 
And  in  a  deep  and  death-like  slumber  lies, 

The  touch  of  beauty  withered  from  his  hand. 
The  light  of  wisdom  stolen  from  his  eyes. 

And  yet  he  only  sleeps  beside  his  lyre, 
A  symbol  which  the  centuries  prolong, 

A  portent  that  his  strain  will  not  expire, 
Since  he  is  an  eternal  son  of  song. 

The  spirit  that  was  Babylon's  shall  rise. 
Rise  once  again  from  out  the  desert  sand, 

A  greater  glory  lighting  up  his  eyes, 

A  sweeter  music  tingling  from  his  hand. 
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Disclosed 

By  George  Herbert  Fullerton 

Thrice  have  I  seen  the  living  soul  disclosed, 
Three  living  souls  of  artists  consecrate 
Unto  their  dearest  art,  and  these  were  they: 
A  circus  rider  on  his  prancing  steed, 
An  organist  before  the  organ  keys, 
A  Spanish  dancer  with  her  castanets; 
Yea,  I  have  seen  a  fourth  triumphal  soul, 
The  soul  of  Nature,  when  the  setting  sun 
The  western  cloud-decked  heavens  had  illumed; 
Each  held  a  beauteous  soul  which  God  had  given. 
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Liccat  Me  Ministrarc 

By  Selma  Hamann 

I  do  not  ask  my  life  to  be  the  measured  tread 

Of  normal  life — the  downy  stuffed  bed, 

Nor  to  be  crammed  and  fed 

Till  I  am  full — instead, 

My  only  plea. 

Let  me  wear  out  my  life  like  a  loved  garment,  thread 

by  thread. 
What  if  it  falls  at  length  a  torn  and  faded  shred? 
For  who  will  notice  me, 
A  little  raveling  on  the  carpet  stretched  upon  the  stairs 

of  life? 
Why  should  I  dread 
And  why  refuse 
That  it  be  gathered  up  or  crammed  away  with  other 

rags? 
Incarnate  I  may  serve  another  use — 
A  soft  clean  cloth  to  polish  up  the  stars  or  wipe  away 
The  mist  from  off  the  clouds  that  have  been  hard  at 

play. 
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To  the  Theatre 

By  Elizabeth  Davis  Richards 

O  House  of  Life,  upon  whose  certain  stage 

In  long  procession  slowly  pass 

Passions  from  childhood  to  old  age 

Known  to  immortal  gods; — 

You  bring  both  tragedy  and  mirth.  One  after  one 

The  lights  go  out;  the  play  is  done. 

As  in  a  mirror  pass  life's  hate  and  love, 

The  burning  moment  that  so  vital  is 

To  us:  the  russet  hour  and  all  the  doubts  thereof, 

The  April-joy,  the  kiss. 

Then  the  dark  hours  of  pain  that  stab  and  sting. 

Like  frost  that  quenches  Autumn's  blossoming; 

Here  the  large-hearted  and  penurious  meet, 

Here  blow  for  blow,  and  here  the  anguished  cry; 

Peace,  the  defeated  souls  entreat 

But  Life  indifferent  to  each  call  goes  by. 

And  joy  is  oft  the  rainbow  of  the  tear 

Seen  after  showers  of  the  passing  year. 

Here  lust  is  masked  that  he  may  fool  despair, 
And  virtue  seems  to  wear  the  garb  of  vice, 
Love  may  seem  hate;  foul  things  seem  fair; 
An  old  tale  that  is  told  us  twice.   .   .   . 
Ah,  House  of  Life,  your  curtains  cover 
All  mystery  as  does  the  last,  dark  lover. 
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The  Altar  Stone 
By  Richard  Alexander 

The  Altar  Stone  we  made 

Not  long  ago. 

Is  crumbled  and  decayed, 

No  fires  glow. 

But  tho'  the  flame  is  quenched, 

The  garlands  dead. 

The  Altar  still  is  drenched 

With  blood  new  shed! 

The  "Wounded  Soldier  dies 

Each  day  a  death! 

Yet  soundlessly  he  cries 

Below  his  breath, 

As  drop  by  drop  still  drains 

His  life  away — 

But  not  to  martial  strains. 

Nor  wreathed  in  bay! 

His  broken  body  flayed 

With  ceaseless  pain, 

His  anguished  nerves  are  frayed 

With  cruel  strain — 

Forgotten  victim  of 

The  Sacrifice — 

Sweet  Mary,  from  above 

Behold  the  price! 

The  Unknown  Soldier  rests. 
His  peace  secure — 
The  Dying  Soldier  jests, 
To  help  endure 
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The  agonizing  nights, 
And  endless  days — 
For  patience  still  he  fights, 
For  death  he  prays. 

The  curls  about  his  brow 
Are  whitened  strands. 
He  fashions  poppies  now, 
With  groping  hands. 
His  sightless  eyes  are  dry. 
He  does  not  moan, 
As  hour  on  hour  creeps  by 
The  Altar  Stone. 

Oh,  blessed  is  our  dead 
Whose  death  was  swift! 
— He  on  the  Altar  laid 
His  final  gift — 
He  sleeps  in  sweet  repose, 
His  pangs  are  gone — 
But,  dear  God,  pity  those 
Who  suffer  on! 
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On  the  Threshold 

By  Le  Roy  J.  N.  Boyd 

I. 

When  come  the  thoughts  of  things  that  might  have 

been, 
Of  love,  of  home,  and  maybe  children  too, 
To  v^^rap  their  tiny  hands  around  a  mother's  heart, 
I  long,  but  wishing's  done,  I  chose  my  part. 
To  follow  my  career,  my  will  to  do. 
— And  now,  youth's  dreams  can  never  be  again. 
And  I  have  only  a  career. 

II. 

I  know  he  wants  his  freedom  once  again ; 
He  says  I'm  old,  worn-out,  and  ugly  too. 
And  now  divorce,  'tis  best  that  we  should  part. 
But  could  he  know  that  deep  within  my  heart 
There's  still  a  spark  of  love  which  yet  might  do 
— But  now  I  dream  of  things  that  might  have  been. 
For  I  have  but  an  empty  house. 

III. 

At   times   when    things   go   wrong   the   whole   day 

through. 
And  I'm  worn  down  with  worry,  fret  and  care; 
I  often  dream  of  things  that  might  have  been. 
Or  might  be  now,  if  I  would  turn  again 
To  youth,  to  wealth  once  offered,  if  I  dare. 
— Sometimes  I  wish  that  dreams  of  youth  came  true. 
For  I  have  only  a  poor  home. 
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Talent 

By  Marion  D.  Kendall 

I  am  a  namer  of  words. 

I  find  in  the  cast-out  language 

An  essence  of  rhythm  and  beauty 

And  baptize  it  into  usage,  to  delight  again. 

I  chisel  words  for  man's  mind 

To  tell  that  which  he  cannot  say, 

And  dares  not  if  he  could. 

I  transform  the  works  of  industry 

Into  realms  of  god-like  wonders 

And  reap  the  seeds  of  imagination. 

I  unlock  the  secrets  of  animals 

And  make  them  speak  again. 

I  cause  critics  to  umpire  my  labors 

And  acknowledge  my  art, — 

I  am  a  poet. 
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The  Wanderer 
By  V.  O.  Wallingford 

I  wonder,  wayward  child  of  mine. 
Where  you  have  gone,  so  far  afield! 
And  what  new  wonderlands,  divine, 
To  your  young  eyes  have  been  revealed. 
What  paths  your  never  weary  feet 
Are  treading?  Since  you  left  us  here: 
How  far  they'll  lead  you,  ere  we  meet; 
And  if  earth  scenes  are  still  held  dear? 

So  little  time,  it  seems  indeed, 
Since  you  first  came,  one  summer  night! 
What  subtle  symphonies  were  keyed 
With  your  first  gasping  cry  for  light! 
Your  childish  hurts;  your  youthful  dreams; 
Your  stature  swift  to  manhood  growing: 
Then  o'er  your  soul  God  shed  the  beams 
Of  brighter  suns  to  new  paths  showing! 

Your  hands  no  longer  touch  my  own; 
Your  vibrant  voice  I  cannot  hear! 
And  yet:  I  feel  that  I  have  known 
Your  presence,  sometimes  very  near. 
My  heart  is  grateful  for  the  years 
That  you  were  with  me:  Oh!  My  boy! 
And  sometime,  when  I've  dried  my  tears 
I'll  clasp  your  hand,  and  share  your  joy! 
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A  Radio  Hymn 

By  Alice  M.  Shepard 

O  Thou  who  first  didst  use  a  sign 

To  keep  Thy  children  from  despair — 

The  pillared  cloud,  the  fire  divine, 

The  rainbow  pledge  of  future  care — 

Imperfectly  we  know  Thy  thought. 
Yet  dare  recall  Thy  ways  of  yore, 

Behold,  O  Lord,  what  Thou  hast  wrought, 
And  bless  the  radio,  we  implore. 

The  speeding  message  far  transcends 
The  bounds  and  limits  man  assigns; 

We  use  Thy  lightning  for  our  ends, 
Afar,  we  follow  Thy  designs. 

Thy  laws  fulfilled,  we  work  our  will 
With  clever  touch  of  sentient  keys, 

And  unseen  wavelets  bear  the  thrill 
To  distant  shores  of  ether  seas. 

O  may  the  wave  lengths  of  our  souls 
Be  tuned  and  measured  to  Thine  own, 

And  keyed  to  pitch  no  foe  controls. 
Preserve  our  contact  with  Thy  throne. 

(First  published  in  "The  Congregationalist"  January  19,  1921 

Copied  into  "Literary  Digest"  March  24,  1928  and 

called  "The  First  Radio  Hymn") 
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Strings  to  Pull 

By  Luis  W.  Russell 

You  look  down  upon  us  now 

As  puppets  on  your  stage; 
You  rule  us  as  you  list, 

We  are  animals  in  your  cage. 

Yet  one  day  we  shall  prove 

A  worth,  a  noble  right 
To  rise  and  soar,  majestic  as 

The  eagle  in  his  flight. 

Then  you  shall  stand  in  awe, 

You  whose  dominance  held  sway, 

Nor  cared  to  know  the  truth  denied 
And  said  in  scorn,  "But  who  are  they?' 
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The  Sister  at  a  Maternity  Hospital 
By  R.  Alexander  Bate 

When  Sister  through  the  doorway  peeps 
(Her  mortal  flesh  a  saint-dom  seeks) 
And  sees  reclining  ill  at  ease 
A  wife  in  toils  her  lord  to  please. 

Then  in  her  sacred  hidden  cell 
She  prays,  "Oh  Lord,  'tis  well,  'tis  well 
Thy  votaries  with  spirit  fret," 
And  cries,  "Oh  Lord  here  I  am  yet." 

But  now  the  sainted  Sister  peeps 
And  sees  reclining  there  in  heaps 
Two  saints  so  fair  that  she  must  weep, 
Madonna  and  the  child  asleep. 
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Faith 

By  E.  DeVilliers-Hertzler 

If  I  could  lay  my  head  upon  your  heart 

Beloved,   'twould  soothe  the  sting 

Of  failure — 

And  I  could  gather  courage  for  the  weary  years — 

If  I  could  lay  my  head  upon  your  heart! 

If  I  could  lay  my  head  upon  your  heart 

Tonight,  dear,  'twould  ease  the  pain 

Of  disillusionment — 

And  I  could  quaff  Life's  hemlock  with  a  smile — 

If  I  could  lay  my  head  upon  your  heart! 
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The  Span  of  Life 

By  J.  Talbott 

Happiness,  pain, 
Laughter,  tears. 

Crowded  into 

A  few  short  years. 

Tenderness,  love, 

Memories  fair. 
Help  so  much 

The  burden  to  bear. 

Patience,  faith. 
Work  to  be  done. 

Until  I,  too. 

The  battle  have  won. 
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Tightened  Strings 
By  Elizabeth  B.  Robb 

The  charm  of  music's  soul-elating  voice 

As  whispered  by  the  bow  on  tightened  strings, 

Is  like  a  rift  in  clouds  when  sunbeams  dance 

Upon  the  rippling  waters  of  the  lake; 

Or  like  the  startled  stir  of  wings 

That  gently  flutter  as  the  feathered  tribe 

Lights  on  a  welcoming  branch,  secure 

From  harm  amidst  the  sheltering  leaves. 

Nature's  protection  to  the  wild  and  shy. 

Unless  the  strings  were  tightened  'twere  discord; 

No  music  when  the  lute  is  not  in  tune; 

And  so  the  human  soul  disseminates 

Its  purest  notes  when  tightened  heartstrings  are 

The  instrument  the  soul  must  play  upon, — 

Making  sweet  cadence  that  lilts  and  trills 

Its  richest  melody  from  carping  care 

That  drew  the  heartstrings  taut  to  breaking  point; 

There  is  no  music  but  on  tightened  strings. 
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Our  Lost  Aviators 

By  Isola  M.  Ohaver 

Brave  hearts  were  they 

Who  sought  to  accomplish 

That  dangerous,  daring  feat — 

To  wing  the  Ocean  wide. 

To  dare  the  heaving  tide. 

Like  the  eagle, 

Keen-eyed  falcon  of  the  air. 

With  wings  of  white  and  silver, 

We  see  you  soaring  there. 

Brave  hearts  were  theirs, 

As  on,  and  on  they  go. 

The  stormy  sky  above  them. 

The  Ocean's  seething. 

Raging  waves  below. 

What  were  their  feelings 

With  Death  stalking 

By  their  side? 

Did  Life  to  them  seem  sweet 

When  they  were  turned, 

Tossed,  and  twisted, 

To  slowly  sink 

Beneath  the  Ocean's  tide? 

What  were  their  thoughts 

When  they  took 

That  brave  and  daring  leap? 

Were  they  out  for  name  and  fame, 

Or  did  they  feel,  O  God, 

A  tryst  with  Thee  they'd  keep? 

God  and  they  alone 

Do  know. 
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Twilight 
By  Milton  C.  Dotten 

The  twilight  turns  the  mind  to  inward  things 
When  we  are  stilled  by  passing  angel-wings; 
Then  forwarding  our  thought  and  looking  far, 
See  other  gates  than  those  of  earth  ajar: 

Come  visions  of  the  past, — of  long  gone  years; 
Each  form,  familiar  as  it  re-appears 
From  the  long  silence  restful  for  retreat, 
Treads  now  old  paths  remembered  by  its  feet. 

Are  they  but  shadows  of  the  long  ago 
Seeking  re-communion  with  those  they  know? 
Ah,  could  we  but  hold  them  in  our  embrace 
And  know  again  we  see  them  face  to  face! 

Sweet  twilight  hour,  rich  for  the  yearning  heart, 
Your  serene  spirit  to  our  souls  impart. 
Make  firm  our  faith,  add  still  to  its  increase 
In  that  new  birth — God's  gift  of  perfect  peace. 
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Cruciferi 

By  Euphemia  Macleod 

A  silent  train,  they  pass  along, 
Unheeded  by  the  jostling  throng, 
Their  garb  dyed  red  or  sober  grey 
In  life's  strange  crucible  of  clay. 

Their  patient  feet,  with  tortured  tread, 
Must  seek  the  desert's  vastness  dread. 
And  wear  a  path  o'er  thorn  and  rock 
For  passing  of  the  Shepherd's  flock. 

The  burning  blast,  the  lurid  storm. 
The  stinging  insects'  maddening  swarm. 
Their  portion,  while  with  parched  lip 
The  scanty  dews  they,  fainting,  sip. 

Yet  clouds  may  rive,  and  suns  may  shine. 
To  quenchless  thirst  be  given  Heaven's  wine. 
To  pilgrims,  songs  too  sweet  to  hear. 
Where  naught  has  been  but  shadowed  fear. 

No  regal  robe  their  Leader  wears. 
No  dazzling  sceptre  proudly  bears; 
His  royal  sign,  the  Tree  of  Scorn, 
His  kingly  crown,  the  twined  thorn. 

He  spares  not  those  who  choose  His  way. 
And  none  his  burden  down  may  lay; 
But  they  who  in  His  steps  have  trod, 
Triumphant,  scale  the  heights  of  God! 
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Altitudes 

By  Mrs.  Perry  E.  Taylor 

The  Spider  Monkey  from  Honduras  climbs  to  my 

neck 
And  from  this  vantage  point  surveys  the  world, 

I  too,  would  climb  the  slopes  and  worship  from  a 

sacred  mountain! 
I  too,  would  be  exalted  by  thy  light,  O  Sun! 
No  fifth  hand,  brain-tipped,  have  I 
With  which  to  cling  to  roughened  surfaces; 
With  which  to  lift  myself  to  cherished  heights. 
To  armfuls  of  haze  I  cling, 
Elevating  myself  above  myself,  into  the  blue. 

The  Spider  Monkey  from  Honduras  climbs  to  my 

neck 
And  from  its  lofty  eminence 
Ha-ha's  at  the  world. 
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Life 

By  E.  DeVilliers-Hertzler 

How  shall  the  Heart  measure  its  rich  content. 
Without  the  mead  of  pain  and  tears? 

How  shall  the  Soul  measure  its  peaceful  calm, 
Without  the  gauge  of  storm  and  fears? 
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Youth 
By  Sallie  Gaffney 

Youth  is  like  a  child  in  a  swing 

Transported  in  a  moment  from  the  heavenly  heights 

To  the  lower  regions  of  despair. 
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"The  Master's  Eye  Knew  Beauty  Well" 

By  James  C.  McNally 

The  Master's  eye  knew  beauty  well — 

The  wondrous  glow  of  sky  and  sea, 
The  radiance  of  blossomed  dell 

And  sweet  Judean  lea; 
But,  finer  than  this  witchery, 

He  found  a  sight  as  forth  He  went 
Unmatched  by  star  or  sod  or  tree — 

The  gaze  of  penitent! 

The  Master's  ear  held  music's  store — 

The  chant  of  breeze  and  chime  of  rill. 
The  flutes  of  feathered  throats  galore 

On  gay  Judean  hill; 
But  something  stirred  Him  deeper  still. 

He  caught  a  sound  more  eloquent 
Than  zephyr's  call  or  songster's  trill — 

The  cry  of  penitent! 

The  Master's  hand  was  tuned  to  bliss — 

The  Virgin's  clasp  from  day  to  day, 
The  patriarch's  and  pilgrim's  kiss 

On  blest  Judean  way; 
But  more  than  these  He  felt  the  stray, 

Sad  token  of  an  anguish  pent — 
Where  yet  the  nail  would  pierce  it  lay — 

The  tear  of  penitent. 

He  saw  them  bowed  in  drear  array — 
The  sinners,  seared  by  error's  stain; 

He  heard  their  sob  of  soul  dismay 
Across  Judean  plain; 
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He  thrilled  at  touch  of  tragic  pain 

As,  lorn  and  lost,  and  racked  and  rent, 

The  wanderer  came  home  again — 
The  heart  of  penitent! 
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Mary  Magdalene 

By  Auguste  Gomez 

O,  lonely  heart  of  a  thousand  dreams, 

Of  a  thousand  loves  but  one — 

Night  in  the  sparkle  of  Tungsten  gleams, 

And  Sex  with  its  ancient  glamour  beams; 

Yet  a  phantom  host  of  mourners  choke 

Desires  that  mask  in  a  pious  cloak. 

A  sister  sinks  in  the  ooze  and  slush — 

But  you  have  risen  triumphant,  flush 

In  the  flaming  Youth  that  conquers  doom, 

In  the  radiance  of  the  Lily's  bloom. 

Risen  to  vanquish  the  tides  of  Time — 

Of  scarlet  women,  the  most  sublime. 

Risen  because  of  The  Only  One — 

Like  Peter  and  Paul  and  The  Thief  and  John! 

Nineteen  centuries  ago — 
As  in  Creation's  Book  'twas  writ 
From  time  immemorial — even  so: 
The  tenderest  care  of  a  mother  prest 
Your  innocent  lips  to  her  loving  breast; 
Cherished  and  nursed  your  infant  being, 
Till  you  grew  away  from  her  cradle-nest — 
Drew  away  in  the  dawning's  light. 
When  adolescence  perforce  takes  flight, 
And  then  the  breath  of  a  sensuous  love 
Caressed  your  thoughts.  And  yet  above 
This  turmoil  lingers  a  mystic  fame 
And  Fate  to  immortalize  your  name. 
For  a  maiden  may  love  and  suffer  wrong, 
Be  jilted  and  scorned  and  tossed  along — 
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Then  out  of  the  depths  of  Lust  reformed. 
Or  yet  another  may  battle  Life — 
Thru  darkness  tramp  with  unwearied  feet, 
To  garner  the  dole  of  an  outcast  heap 
Of  common  clay  adrift  on  the  Street. 

Nineteen  centuries  ago — 

Sauntering  forth  in  the  sunset  glow, 

'Neath  the  plaintive  rustle  of  palms  that  bend 

Whither  the  careless  east  winds  send 

A  blast  of  sound  from  the  shepherd's  horn — 

(Stigma  pierces  your  heart  like  a  thorn!) 

A  pensive  ass  plods  his  patient  way 

To  a  scanty  barn  at  the  close  of  day. 

But  something  strange  stirs  the  restless  horde 

That  shuffles  along  the  Jericho  Road. 

A  zealous  convert  is  telling  how — 

A  pleading  Voice  is  urging,  Now! 

Whisperings  fill  your  eager  ear 

To  take  the  place  of  vanishing  fear. 

As  clearer  and  clearer  till  crystal-clear 

Becomes  this  Vision  of  Truth  so  dear. 

The  people  are  telling  the  startling  news: 

The  plight  of  Romans — the  wrath  of  the  Jews. 

Of  radical  changes  the  Christ  would  bring — 

Of  the  miracles  that  were  happening. 

As  slowly  the  veil  is  drawn,  you  see 

The  lofty  highway  of  Destiny. 

Here  is  a  multitude  carrying  on. 

And  more  will  join  with  the  coming  dawn. 

But  you  have  nothing  at  all  to  give — 

All  you  have  left  is  the  will  to  live. 

Yours  to  hold,  whilst  the  rest  was  sold 

For  this  judgment  new  of  the  story  old. 
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And  men  whose  pleasure  increast  your  woes, 
Now  riddle  Virtue  with  vicious  blows. 
But  each  quivering  blow  brings  vibrant  thrills 
To  your  lonely  heart  of  a  thousand  ills! 

Nineteen  centuries  ago — 

In  the  cryptic  ways  of  the  Holy  Land, 

The  Master  wrote  upon  the  Sand, 

Wrote  deathless  things  at  the  multitude's  feet 

Of  harvest  sodden  with  bitter-sweet, 

Of  fruit  which  sprung  from  the  Primal  Thought — 

Marvelous,   terrible,   instinct-fraught, 

Of  problems  born  of  the  Vital  Urge 

Thru  flesh  and  blood  in  a  ceaseless  surge. 

Some  may  have  read  what  this  Writing  said. 

But  just  before  the  Pharisees  fled, 

Jesus  spoke  to  the  motley  gang — 

Fleshhounds  and  sycophants  fit  to  hang. 

The  Tragic  Poet,  standing  alone — 

"Who  among  you  first  would  cast  a  stone?" 

The  cynic  sneers  in  sardonic  fun 

When  prostitute  changes  to  cloistered  nun; 

But  it  came  to  pass,  the  deadliest  sin, 

Thru  The  Word  made  Flesh,  the  world  made  kin. 

"Go  home,  woman — and  sin  no  more." 

(But  they  have  no  home,  these  passion-poor.) 

Yet  a  secret  something  squirms  within 

A  woman's  womb  where  dreams  begin. 

Thus  a  Saviour  comes  from  the  God  of  Love, 

The  Author  of  Grace  and  The  Origin. 

From  Sinai's  heights  The  Law  was  given — 

Out  of  the  struggle  a  legend  has  risen. 

But  so  it  is  now — just  as  it  was  then — 

Good  and  Evil — and  Magdalene! 
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Rhapsody 
By  Rene  Albourne  de  Pender 

A  kin  am  I  this  hour  to  winds  that  sing 

Their  rondeaus  high  above  the  things  of  earth, 
One  is  my  spirit  with  the  sun  and  moon, 

And  that  far  place  where  planets  find  their  birth. 
Glory  of  dawn,  and  wonder  of  the  sea. 

All  in  their  ecstacy  abide  in  me. 
Pain  never  was,  and  grief  can  never  touch 

This  exaltation  that  my  soul  has  found, 
Darkness  is  not  for  love's  white  fiame  of  light 

In  radiant  glory,  wraps  my  spirit  'round. 
There  is  no  time,  past  days  are  lost  and  gone. 

One  is  my  soul  with  life,  and  life  goes  on. 
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Fugue 

By  Marjorie  L.  Wolfe 

A  jagged  line  of  trees  in  grayish  green 

That  scratch  the  sky  and  errant  clouds  that  pass 

And  waver  in  the  wind;  a  subtle  mass 

Of  shifting  shades  that  stir  as  lone  winds  lean 

To  whisper  of  a  beauty  past  a  queen; 

A  slender  strip  of  shining  fresh-sprung  grass, 

Where  uncaught  dew,  elusive  fairy  glass, 

Lies  mirroring  the  sun;  All  these  are  seen 

As  man  towards  the  mountain  turns  his  eyes 

And  thinks  so  soft  it  is  that  by  his  hand 

The  trees  would  break  and  emptiness  would  fill 

The  place  the  mountain  held :  these  thoughts  are  lies, 

For  underneath  the  softness,  ages  stand. 

In  repetition  of  the  theme, — God's  Will. 
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A  Prayer 

By  Johnnie  Ruth  Kessler 

Take  me,  Father,  close  to  Thee. 
Fill  me  with  Humility. 
Let  me  work  from  day  to  day; 
Teach  me,  Father,  how  to  pray. 
With  Thy  Love  enfold  me  now, 
May  I  Live!  Oh  teach  me  how! 
Abundant  LIFE  I  seek  from  Thee, 
Open  my  Eyes,  that  I  may  See. 
Open  my  Ears,  that  I  may  Hear. 
Take  away  my  every  Fear. 
Lead  me  gently  by  the  hand; 
Help  me  NOW  to  understand. 
Nothing  that  I  have  is  mine, 
ALL,  Oh  Father.  ALL  is  Thine. 
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The  Bargain 

By  Claire  Stewart  Boyer 

I  sold  my  soul  to  Satan  for  a  price: 

Dominion  over  one  enchanted  town, 

Whose  streets  were  white  as  streets  of  Paradise, 

Edged  with  gay  brooks  where  blossoms  floated  down ; 

And  poplars  all  on  tip-toe  touched  the  sky, 

A  thousand  archers  dressed  in  glossy  green 

Who  cheered  the  homing  birds  as  they  went  by, 

And  used  the  wind  of  heaven  as  a  screen. 

Through  clicking  gates,  past  fences  painted  red 
And  velvet  grasses  dashed  with  daisy  white. 
Each  cottage  with  a  welcome  raised  its  head 
Adorned  with  glowing  gardens  of  delight; 
And  through  the  doors  came  vibrant  human  forms. 
Whose  hearts  were  rich  with  laughter,  ripe  with  love. 
Whose  eyes  knew  peace  that  lingers  after  storms. 
Whose  voices  blended  meadow-lark  and  dove. 

Why  should  I  ask  for  Heaven  if  I  can  find 
A  place  on  earth  whose  beauty  satisfies, 
And  Satan  ready,  smiling,  even  kind. 
To  take  my  soul  and  give  this  earthly  prize; 
Just  for  a  moment,  in  the  fair  exchange, 
I  thought  of  Him  upon  a  mountain  high, 
Refusing  all  the  earth,  a  bargain  strange, 
To  teach  man  truth  and  at  his  hands  to  die. 

Then  breathing  in  the  beauty  of  my  dream, 
Ecstatic  at  the  thought  of  earthly  power, 
I  tossed  my  soul  to  Satan — and  its  gleam 
Leapt  at  me  with  the  flash  of  death's  dark  hour. 
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A  moment  I  stood  stunned,  then  Satan's  voice 
Bayed  out  its  banter  of  triumphal  glee, 
Two  paths  I  saw  and  I  must  make  my  choice — 
To  join  with  him  forever  or  to  flee. 

I  wrapt  the  cloak  of  courage  round  me  tight 
And  from  his  mocking  presence  hurried  down, 
And  there  spread  out  before  my  startled  sight 
My  booty  lay — my  own  enchanted  town; 
But  O  how  different  it  looked  to  me. 
Its  fragrance  lost,  its  color  disappeared, 
The  little  sounds  that  made  its  melody 
Were  choked,  its  silence  gaped  at  me  and  leered. 

Still  were  the  wind-free  poplars  of  the  town, 
The  brooks  meandered  quietly  as  night. 
And  shadows  of  great  clouds  had  fallen  down 
On  stiff  black  grasses  eaten  with  a  blight; 
Out  of  the  doors  came  quiet  human  shapes. 
No  sign  of  joy  or  happiness  they  gave, 
A  country  of  the  dead  where  none  escapes. 
Each  cottage  was  a  lonely,  listless  grave. 

I  ached  with  silence  all  the  livelong  day, 
I  spoke  to  no  one,  no  one  spoke  to  me, 
They  were  but  shapes  with  lips  locked  up  to  stay. 
Their  shadow-souls  encased  them  wearily. 
"Beauty  is  gone,"  I  heard  my  voice  repeat, 
"And  life  is  hollow  as  an  empty  bowl." 
Then  flashed  a  vision  with  its  echo  sweet, 
"Beauty  is  gone  because  you  have  no  soul." 

In  shame  and  penitence  I  bowed  my  head. 
And  filled  my  life  with  little  human  deeds; 
And  now  I  find  that  where  my  heart  has  bled 
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Have  sprung  up  flowers  for  my  daily  needs. 
My  world  is  slowly  changing,  and  I  pray 
The  God  of  love  and  charity  that  He 
Will  let  me  live  and  serve  until  the  day 
My  soul  and  beauty  are  come  back  to  me. 
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The  End 

By  Byron  Haverly  Blackford 

The  day  is  passing. 
Long  purple  shadows, 
Stretch  jagged  fingers 
Across  my  pathway. 

The  gnarled  oaks, 

Heave  and  moan. 

Making  the  darkness  a  fearful  place. 

But  what  matters? 

I  hear  your  footsteps 

On  the  flagged  walk. 

Your  tiny  heels  clicking 

In  a  measured  tempo. 

Like  the  pulsating  rhythm  of  castanets. 

I  stand  in  silence. 

But  my  heart  sings  a  melody  of  happiness 

And  lo!  you  come. 

Breaking  the  silence  with  a  gentle  song. 

Ah  yes — a  song  as  old  as  heaven 

Yet  as  new  as  the  last  beat  of  my  heart. 

My  arms  lock  round  you 

In  a  warm  embrace. 

And  kisses,  numerous  as  the  stars 

Fall  hungrily  upon  your  lips. 

You  speak  not,  neither  do  you  stir. 
Only  the  rustic  of  your  silken  robe 
Mocks  the  beating  of  my  heart. 
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Again  'tis  silent 

The  purple  shadows  turn  to  black. 

But  what  matters? 
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The  Failure 

By  Merle  Kulow  Sherrill 

Although  I  ever  did  my  best, 
My  best  was  far  from  good; 
Although  I  failed  to  reach  the  goal 
I  did  the  best  I  could 

Long  days  I  toiled  'neath  burning  suns 
With  hands  that  knew  no  skill, 
Although  I  strove  with  might  and  main, 
The  place  I  could  not  fill. 

I  longed  to  write  some  kindly  thought 
To  cheer  my  fellow  men; 
Alas,  the  words  I  could  not  form 
Beneath  my  falt'ring  pen. 

I  fain  would  sing  a  joyous  song 
To  brighten  land  and  sea, 
But  I  alone  in  all  the  world 
Have  heard  the  melody. 

I  sought  to  paint  a  picture  bold 
To  stem  the  world's  mad  rush; 
The  colors  somehow  failed  to  blend 
Beneath  my  faulty  brush. 

And  when  there  comes  the  long  dark  night 
That  ends  my  futile  day. 
And  when  I  stand  before  the  throne 
What  will  the  Master  say? 

Perhaps  He'll  turn  His  grieving  face 
And  say:   "You  must  depart," 
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Or,  will  He  take  me  to  His  breast 
With  understanding  heart? 

Somehow,  I  feel  He'll  say  to  me: 
"You  did  but  little  good, 
But  enter  through  the  Gates  of  Peace, 
You  did  the  best  you  could." 
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Prescience 

By  Simon  Glass 

Beneath  each  lovers'  parting, 
Within  each  brave  handshake, 
Death  prods  his  itching  fingers, 
The  final  clasp  to  take.   .   .   . 


We  kiss  and  part  tomorrow! 
You  walk  that  path  alone, 
Where  Death  full-powered  swaggers, 
Assured   .   .   and  cold  as  stone.   .   .   . 

What  can  I  say  to  cheer  you! 
How  lift  your  drooping  head   .   .   . 
How  still  your  lips  atremble   .   .   . 
How  dry  those  tears  unshed!   .   .   . 

No,  not  for  you  vain  solace — 
Too  deep — too  much  you  know  . 
No  inane  words  shall  weld  us, 
Who  were  welded  blow  by  blow.   . 


"Good  luck!"  and  you  have  left  me! 
Plucky  until  the  end — 
Your  eyes  so  mutely  pleading: 
"What  luck  can  Fate  portend?" 

Ay,  what  luck  can  Life  dissemble. 
Where  Death  shrills  oft  and  loud! 
Where  mortal's  breath  comes  labored. 
And  brows  with  pain  arc  plowed.   . 
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I  fear  .   .   I  quake  .   .   I  shudder! 
Has  all  then  come  to  this: 
A  sigh  .   .   a  word  .   .   a  stumbling, 
The  end  of  earthly  bliss?  .  .  . 

No!  I'll  go  on  believing! 
The  Silent  Voice  .   .   must  know  .   . 
Ere  Death  would  feign  come  near  you, 
God  within  would  tell  me  so. 
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The  Two  Mothers 

By  Virginia  Bullock-Willis 

They  brought  him  home  on  his  birthday 

To  sleep  on  his  Mother's  breast, 

To  be  done  with  the  world  and  its  turmoil. 

And  sorrow's  acid  test. 

And  I  fancied  he  smiled  in  his  slumbers, 

As  if  he  seemed  to  know 

That  his  Mother's  arms  were  about  him. 

As  they  were  in  the  long-ago. 

But  then  'twas  his  earthly  Mother, 

And  now  'tis  his  Mother  the  Earth 

Who  gathers  him  up  to  her  bosom. 

As  she  did  who  first  gave  him  birth. 

Both  of  the  Mothers  are  tender; 

But  the  Earth  is  the  tenderest  and  best; 

For  the  first  bore  him  to  a  life  of  suffering, 

While  the  last  bears  him  to  death's  long  rest. 
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Last  Gift 

By  Fredrica  Kay 

I 

They  have  laid  me  here  on  this  windy  hill, 

O,  the  false,  false  tears  they  shed; 
They  have  hid  me  away  from  the  light  of  day, 

With  the  warm  grass,  the  soft  grass. 

With  the  long  grass  overhead. 

II 

But  I  always  hear  your  footstep's  fall 

However  lightly  you  tread; 
And  my  heart's  loud  beat,  you  must  hear  it,  sweet. 

Thru  the  warm  grass,  the  soft  grass. 

Thru  the  long  grass  overhead. 

Ill 

Till  my  neighbors,  stirring  in  slumber,  sigh; 

"Hush,  boy!  Don't  you  know  you're  dead?" 
How  can  I  sleep,  when  I  hear  you  weep 

Thru  the  warm  grass,  the  soft  grass, 

Thru  the  long  grass  overhead. 

IV 

And  the  words  I  hungered,  thirsted  for. 

The  words  you  never  said, 
Now  I  hear  you  say,  as  you  kneel  to  pray 

In  the  warm  grass,  the  soft  grass, 

In  the  long  grass  overhead. 
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V 

Then  my  quickened  dust  springs  forth  to  light 

And  blossoms  white  and  red: 
'Tis  my  heart's  last  bloom  breathed  out  in  perfume 

Thru  the  warm  grass,  the  soft  grass, 

Thru  the  long  grass  overhead. 
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Freedom 

By  Sylvia  Lee 

Take  them  away — the  props,  the  stays- 
Howe'er  I  plead  and  groan! 

Let  me  unbind  the  feet  of  my  soul, 
That  I  may  walk  alone! 

Burn  to  ashes  the  broken  vows 
That   friendship   built  so   high. 

Loose  the  bonds  of  beckoning  fame, 
That  muffled  God's  far  cry! 

And  fast  and  faster  haste  away 
Dear  Love's  departing  feet — 

So  shall  I  face  the  loneliness, 
All  naked  and  complete! 


272 


Eureka 
By  Arthur  T.  Merrill 

O  hunters  for  gold, 

Gone  are  your  trails, 

Lost  and  forgotten; 

Deserted  the  hills; 

But  here  and  there, 

Now  and  then 

One  finds  monuments 

To  your  dead  hopes, — 

Holes  and  caves,  tunnels  and  shafts, — 

Silent,  sullen. 

And  if  one's  throat  goes  dry. 

And  his  heart  contracts. 

In  sympathy  for  men  he  never  knew, 

Then,  the  shades  of  the  hunters  for  gold 

Who  slipt  out  unnoticed, 

Will  come  to  pluck  his  sleeve 

And  share  with  him  their  secret — 

That,  at  a  certain  magic  instant, 

When  the  day's  work  is  done, 

On  every  monument. 

Limned  in  the  pure  gold  of  the  sun, 

He  who  understands 

May  read  "Eureka!" 


273 


Twilight  Time 

By  Anna  McIntosh  Beville 

When  twilight  falls  o'er  land  and  sea 

There  seems  to  be 

A  face  with  eyes  of  softest  gray 

That  comes  in  the  hush  of  dying  day, 

Comes  as  he  did  in  the  olden  time 

With  voice  and  hands,  and  heart  sublime 

For  love  of  me. 

And  while  I  dream  this  happy  thing 

Some  withered  leaves  to  mem'ry  bring 

The  useless,  hopeless  love  I  crave 

That  lies  long  buried  in  a  grave. 
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Conviction 

(C.  D.  S.) 

By  N.  R.  a.  Becker 

He  is  not  dead,  this  friend 

Who  talked  with  me  but  yesterday 

Of  life  and  love  and  all  the  things 

That  men  in  exile  cherish  most 

And  may  not  have;  who  stood 

So  cleanly  tall  beside  my  cot 

And  spoke  of  things  we  both  had  seen, 

Of  friends  we  both  had  known, 

Of  books,  of  songs,  of  poetry 

We  both  knew  well  and  loved. 

In  all  who  saw  his  smile. 

In  all  who  heard  his  voice. 

In  all  who  knew  him  for  the  man  he  was 

His  manhood  lives  and  will  live  on. 

Clear  as  the  noon-day  sun  he  lights  the  way 

For  those  who  come  behind 

And,  smiling  as  of  old,  sends  back  the  word: 

He  is  not  dead. 
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Dextera  Excels! 

By  a.  Souby 

1. 

I  sailed 

Upon  a  maiden  trip,  long,  long  ago: 

My  soul,  a  Knight  in  quest  of  Holy  Grail; 

The  Lord,  who  from  above  regards  the  low, 

Ps.  137.  6;  112,  5 
Had  well  foreseen  the  efforts  of  the  snail 

Ps.  138,  5;  52,  3 
To  seek  to  drain  the  Chalice  of  Aloe,         Ps.  74.  8-9 
"Would  falter  on  the  tedious  trail. 

2. 

I  failed! 

Does  any  ancient  mariner  ignore 

That,  short  of  breeze,  no  brigantine  can  go? 

The  soul,  with  fleshen  top-sail,  cannot  moor 

In  proper  port,  save  as  His  breath  may  blow. 

And  as  He  willeth,  help  it  reach  that  shore 

Ps.  17.  16 
Where  spirits  rest  like  ships  in  stow. 

3. 

I  wailed 

As  would  a  child  whose  captive  eyes  caressed 

The  elusive  butterfly  and  turned  to  cry!         Ps.  55,  9 

Side  tears,  a  luxury  by  man  suppressed.       Is.  38,  14 

Must  moisten  memories  despair  might  dry: 

Ps.  118,  52 
Possession  seemed  so  sure!  And  for  new  quest. 

Ps.  138,  7-8 
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How  wide  the  way!  How  deep!  How  high! 

Ps.  76.  20 

4. 
I  trailed 

Along,  uncertain  as  to  which  was  worse:     Ps.  68,  1-4 
The  storm  or  sea-calm  in  a  thirsty  plight; 
I  hoped  for  help,  despite  there  is  a  curse         Jer.  17,  5 
On  him  who  trusts  in  man;  I  longed  for  light 

Ps.  12,  4 
To  tack  before  the  wind  or  to  reverse, 

Like  weary  albatross  its  flight.  Ps.  54,  7-8 

5. 
I  quailed  Is.  38,  16;  Ps.  6,  3-4 

Before  despondency  that  nearly  crushed  Ps.  37,  1 1 
My  courage  half  asleep  and  half  alert.  Ps.  118,  28 
By  chance,  a  new  resolve  beside  me  brushed: 

Ps.  1^,   11 
Not  sacred  as  the  Saints'  exalted  spurt,  Ps.  49,  5 

But  like  the  glow  of  do-or-die  that  flushed 
The  gladiator  that  was  hurt. 

6. 
I  nailed 

The  Crucified  abreast  the  mizzen-mast  Hab.  3,  18 
Where  I  had  pinned  my  pennant  pridc-of-thought; 

Ps.  130,  2 
Forgotten  now  the  flesh-imperiled  past; 

Jer.  31,  13;  Ps.  65,  12 

I  know  not  if  I  trusted  as  I  ought:  Ps.  68,  20 

But  my  belief  will  linger  to  the  last:  Ps.  70,  1  7 

The  unexpected  had  been  wrought.        Ps.  118,  93 
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7. 

I  hailed  Ps.  125,  4-5 

The  glimpse  of  light  that  glorified  the  morn 

Ps.  96,  11-12 
Of  a  new  life  of  peace,  when  I  began 

Ps.  118,  165;  89,  12 
A  sounding  the  idea  that  man  is  born 

Ps.  118,  129;  72,  16 

To  study  God  alone  who  bids  him  scan       I  Kgs.  2,  3 

His  very  heart-beats  lest  in  sleep  he  scorn       Is.  45,  22 

The  sighings  of  the  Son-of-Man!  Jer.  11,  20 

Ps.  7,  10;  101,  6 

8. 

I  veiled 

My  vision  with  a  hesitating  hand: 

Was  THIS  the  Grail  I  sought?  A  cup  of  woe? 

Ps.  59,  5 
I  saw  the  Sea,  enriched  off  pauper  Land 

Hab.  3,  8-10 
Begrudge  my  burning  lips  her  bitter  floe:  Ps.  1 25,  5 
I  whispered:    "Welcome  death!  I  understand, 

Ps.  56,  8 
I  taste  Gethsemane's  aloe!" 
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Ye  Who  Mourn  — 
By  Grace  Wilson  Everett 

Ye  who  mourn — 

Weep  not  for  the  dead  in  flesh 

Who  live  on  in  spirit. 

Lament — 

Let  fall  your  tears, 

For  the  dead  in  spirit 

Who  live  on  in  flesh.  , 

Lonely,  desolate,  bereft. 
Treading  away  the  years — 
Unlovely  and  unloved. 
As  they  who  lose  faith  in  man.    .   . 
And  God! 

Ghosts  of  flesh — 
Haunting  the  highways  of  life; 
Seeking,  and  never  finding 
The  road  to  Release. 

Ye  who  mourn — 

Weep  not  for  the  living  Dead. 

Lament — 

Weep  in  anguish  .  .  .  for  the  dead  Living. 
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A  Last  Desire 

By  Rose  M.  Burdick 

When  I  am  old  and  gray,  and  long  for  rest, 
That  restful  rest  unfound  this  side  the  grave, 

God  grant  this  boon:  the  face  I  love  the  best. 
To  watch,  till  death  and  dark  my  eyes  enslave. 

When  I  am  old  and  gray,  and  long  for  peace 
Unknown  by  him,  who  mortal  discord  hears, 

God  grant  that  I  may  hear  thy  loving  voice 
Till  death  and  silence  seal  my  listening  ears. 

And  when  my  ears  turn  deaf,  and  eyes  grow  blind, 
And  nerves  can  thrill  with  naught  but  pain  and 
love, 

Oh  I  hold  my  cold  hands  in  thine  own  dear  hand 
Till  death  and  mercy  bear  my  soul  above! 
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Field  Burial 
By  Carroll  Carstairs 

"Dying  so  young,  may  I  retain  of  youth 

Some  trace?"  He  asked  of  Death  and  Death  replied, 

"Dug  in  the  earth  you'll  turn  in  very  truth 

To  dirt  and  worm  like  others  who  have  died." 

But  Mother  Earth  here  interposed.  "I'll  take 
Him  to  my  breast  until  there  comes  an  hour 
His  youth  through  me  shall  live  again,  shall  wake 
Shall  blossom  into  clover,  gorse  and  flower." 
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Life  and  Death 

By  Carroll  Carstairs 

If  death  should  come  with  his  cold  hasty  kiss, 
Along  the  trench  or  in  the  battle  strife, 
I'll  ask  of  death  no  greater  boon  than  this, 
That  it  shall  be  as  wonderful  as  life. 
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